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THIS SPARE TIME SHOE BUSINESS 
CAN MAKE BIG MONEY FOR YOU... 


DON’T Invest a Cent! We give you a 


FREE SELLING OUTFIT! 


It’s just like having an EXTRA payday every week . . . just for showing 
friends, relatives and neighbors how they'll “walk on air” in Mason 
comfort shoes! Many a man sells 2, 3, 4 or 6 pairs of Mason shoes on 
Saturday morning alone—and makes himself as much as $5 to $20 or more 
extra for 2 or 3 hours of his time. You keep all of your profit! We furnish 
you a FREE selling outfit containing everything you need to start making 
money right away. We carry the stock for you and ship the shoes for 
you—your profit is clear! You never invest a cent. And 
think what you'll save on your own shoes, too! 


Here’s Why You'll Make Money! 


You'll take orders for over 230 different shoe styles for dress, 
sport or work, for men and women—a far greater selection 
than any neighborhood store can possibly stock. And you can 
fit almost anyone! You'll draw from our 300,000-pair stock 
with sizes ranging from 214 to 15, widths AAAA to EEEE! 
You'll feature exclusive Velvet-eez shoes with foamy-soft air- 
cushion innersoles that let you “walk on air.” You show many 
other exclusive features .. . Ripple Sole Shoes, Oil-Resistant 
Work Shoes, Magic Shu-Lok Shoes, colorful styles for women 
~—a line that’s far beyond the reach of any store. That’s why 
EVERYBODY is your prospect. And because Mason Shoes 
are never sold through stores, folks must buy from you! 


Sales Equipment Absolutely FREE 


Fill out and mail coupon below. We'll rush you your FREE 
selling outfit. Kit features 230 fast-selling shoe styles, plus 
foolproof measuring equipment—and “How To Make Extra 
Money” booklet. Send no money now or later. You get every- 
thing you need to start. Rush coupon for your FREE selling 
outfit... have an EXTRA payday next Saturday! Act today! 


MASON ween. 
RUSH STARTING OUTFIT 


MR. VICTOR MASON 
Mason Shoe Mfg. Company, Dept. F- 67 , Chippewa Falls, Wis. 


Dear Victor: Please rush FREE and postpaid my Starting Shoe Business Outfit 
with EVERYTHING I need to start making extra cash Saturday mornings. 


(PLEASE PRINT) 


Address_ 


\f you are troubled by thinning hair, 
dandruff, itchy scalp, if you fear approach- 
ing baldness, read the rest of this statement 
carefully. It may mean the difference to you 
between saving your hair and losing the rest 
of it to eventual baldness. 

Baldness is simply a matter of subtraction. 
When the number of new hairs fail to equal 
the number of falling hair, you end up minus 
your head of hair (bald). Why not avoid bald- 
ness by preventing unnecessary loss of hair? 
Why not turn the tide of battle on your head 
by eliminating needless causes of hair loss 
and give Nature a chance to grow more hair 
for you? Many of the country’s dermatologists 
and other foremost hair and scalp specialists 
believe that seborrhea, a common scalp dis- 
order, causes hair loss. What is seborrhea? It 
is a bacterial infection of the scalp that can 
eventually cause permanent damage to the 
hair follicles. Its visible evidence is “thinning” 
hair. Its end result is baldness. Its symptoms 
are dry, itchy scalp, dandruff, oily hair, head 
scales, and progressive hair loss. 

So, if you are beginning to notice that your 
forehead is getting larger, beginning to 
notice that there is too much hair on your 
comb, beginning to be worried about the dry- 


An Important Message 


To Every Man And Woman 


In America 


ness of your hair, the itchyness of your scalp, 
the ugly dandruff — these are Nature's Red 
Flags warning you of impending baldness. 
Even if you have been losing your hair for 
some time, don’t let seborrhea rob you of the 
rest of your hair. 


HOW COMATE WORKS 
ON YOUR SCALP 


The development of an amazing new hair 
and scalp medicine called Comate is specifi- 
cally designed to control seborrhea and stop 
the hair loss it causes. It offers the opportunity 
to thousands of men and women losing their 
hair to bacterial infection to reverse the battle 
they are now losing on their scalps. By stop- 
ping this impediment to normal hair growth, 
new hairs can grow as Nature intended. 

This is how Comate works: (1) It combines 
in a single scalp treatment the essential cor- 
rective factors for normal hair growth. By its 
rubifacient action it stimulates blood circu- 
lation to the scalp, thereby supplying more 
nutrition to still-alive hair follicles. (2) As a 
highly effective antiseptic, Comate kills on 
contact the seborrhea-causing scalp bacteria 
believed to be a cause of baldness. (3) By its 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of 
the great majority of cases of baldness 
and excessive hair loss. In such cases 
neither the Comate treatment nor any 
other treatment is effective. 


Note To Doctors 
Doctors, clinics and hospitals inter- 
ested in scalp disorders can obtain 
professional samples and literature on 
written request. 
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“My hair has improved. it 
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“My hair has. quit falling 
out and eee thin.” 
-D. W. G., c/o FPO. N. Y. 


“My husband has tried many 
treatments and spent a great 
deal of money on his scalp. 
Nothing helped until he 
started using your formula.”” 
—Mrs. R. LeB, Piqua, Ohio 
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Losing His Or Her Hair 


keratolitic action it dissolves ugly dandruff. 
By tending to normalize the lubrication of the 
hair shaft it corrects excessively dry and oily 
hair. It eliminates head scales and scalp itch. 

In short, Comate offers you in a single 
treatment the best that modern medicine has 
developed for the preservation of your hair. 
There is no excuse today except ignorance 
for any man or woman to neglect seborrhea 
and pay the penalty of hair loss. 


COMATE IS 
UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED 


To you we offer this UNCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTEE. Treat your scalp to Comate in 
your own home, following the simple direc- 
tions. See for yourself in your own mirror how 
after a few treatments, Comate makes your 
hair look thicker and alive. How Comate ends 
your dandruff, stops your scalp itch. How 
Comate gives your hair a chance to grow. 
Most men and women report results after the 
first treatment, some take longer. But we say 
this to you. If, for any reason, you are not 
completely satisfied with the improvement in 
your own case — AT ANY TIME — return 
the unused portion for a prompt refund. No 
questions asked. 

But don’t delay. For the sake of your hair, 
order Comate today. Nothing — not even 
Comate — can grow hair from dead follicles. 
Fill out the coupon now, and take the first 
step toward a good head of hair again. 


1962 Comate Corporation, 20 West 45 Street, New York 36 
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INSIDE SIR! 


BOB LINDELL (“No Man's (?) Land Is Fire Island” page 24) is 
probably one of the hottest literary properties around today. His 
best-selling book, “Sin Paradise’—now in paperback—has been called 
both “the sexiest book in America” and “the smashing literary 
triumph of the year.” Critics said Bob turned in a stunning per- 
formance by telling the story of a corrupt faith healer-and making 
the bock wildly funny all the way through. At least one movie com- 
pany is said to be interested. Bob and his wife Helen live in Man- 
hattan and have spent many a relaxed week end on Fire Island with 
friends. 


“No Greater Love” (page 28) is from the pen of HERB GOLDSTEIN, 
printer recently turned newspaper reporter and free-lance writer. 


- Herb has been writing for three years, has completed 27 short stories, 
- ~~ some non-fiction and part of a book. “No Greater Love” is his third 
Re —s published story. Herb says: “My schooling consists of a couple of 

= years split between Brooklyn College and New York University and 


k stretched over a fourteen-year period. I tried again in 1960, but found 
‘Sey it impossible to support a family, attend school and write all the 
time. So school lost out, although I’m still on leave from Brooklyn 
/ College.” Herb is 35. He, his wife and three children live in Brooklyn. 
After 13 years in the composing room at the New York Post, Herb 
‘ made the big jump to the editorial department. He now toils happily 

- each day as a reporter 


RICHARD ARLINGTON (“The Black Widow” page 13) is a writer- 
photographer who covered general assignments for a San Francisco 
newspaper, then decided to go into business for himself. With his 
Speed-Graphic and portable Remington, the whole world has be- 
come Dick’s backyard. His picture stories have appeared in all of 
the top magazines and many of the newspaper Sunday supplements 
in this country. Every once in a while, Dick says, he gives himself a 
treat, forgets about fires, floods and famines and shoots a pretty 
girl. A bachelor, Dick hopes to pursue his foot-loose and fancy-free 
life for many a year. 


Understandably enough, SANCHA PAGAN (“One Woman ys. Kinsey” 
page 10) writes under a pseudonym and prefers to remain anon- 
ymous. Her publisher says: “She has advised us: ‘The highlights of 
my life are not within the academic or professional fields; my life 
has been dedicated to becoming a fulfilled functioning woman (a 
prerequisite for a whole synthesized self), a goal to which there had 
been more than the usual share of obstacles. .. My husband was the 
true “savior” in my life; may every woman find her savior; every 
other attribute will be added from that event forward.’” The candid 
story of this remarkable woman makes unforgettable reading. 
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\ delighting U.S. audiences in 
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in Italy's avant garde films. 
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For sake of realism, Sophia 

Loren appeared “au naturel” et 
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of opera “Aida,” made in Italy. and 


Actor Stewart Granger and Le Yoffe, 
“Miss Berlin,” in close dance embrace. 
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Gifts and gadgets .. . 
imported . . . domestic 


THE FIELD SLING carries your shotgun or 
rifle at “position ready” at all times. 
Eliminates tired arms and frozen hands. 


Fits all shotguns, rifles with regular 


stocks. Changes from one gun to another 
in seconds. $2.95 ppd. Field Products Co., 
Box 217, Girard, Ohio. 


7432. North Drive, Indianapolis 26, Ind. 


ROWE AUTO ALARM, Model 4-D, stops car looters. Your luggage, wardrobe, samples 
etc. are protected in your parked car. If thief attempts entry, dome light goes on, 
horn blasts continuously until turned off with owner's key. Easily installed. Order 
now for safe parking and peace of mind. Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. 


DESK SET FOR GOLFERS AND BOWLERS. Nothi 
more apt to please them than these handsome desk 
sets. On wooden base rests a 6!/>” white ballpoint pen 
(standard refills) in holder. With smartly personalized 
brass plate, first or full name (maximum space for 
engraving 15 letters). $2.98 ppd. Ben F. Jones, Jr., 


Only $8.75 ppd. Nicholas Sales, P.O. Box 286, Citrus Heights, Calif. 
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NEW SHICK SUPER SPEED twin electric 
shavers with washable heads of surgical 
stainless steel are designed to eliminate 
shaver break-in. One model for tough to 
regular beards; other for sensitive skins. 
AC-DC motor; 110-120 volt; 3-position ad- 
justable comb bar. $28.50 retail. 
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GOLDEN COLONIAL LANTERN lets you read 
temperature from -10° to a sizzling 150°. 
Inside lantern, circled by crystal-clear 
plastic globe, is thermal unit with a 
red-arrowed indicator. Lantern and wall 
hanger only $2 ppd. Power Sales Co., 
Dept. 3-18, P.O. Box 461, Ardmore, Pa. 


AIREQUIPT SUPERBA 66a automatic projector or SUPERBA 44a semi- 
automatic projector outfits inciude projector dust cover, handy slide 
viewer, three metal magazines all packaged in portable container 
that converts into a magazine storage case to hold 16 magazines 
(576 slides). Airequipt Superba 66a outfit lists for less than $117; 
Superba 44a outfit for less than $87. At camera and photographic 


Has shop in basement — gets 
“more and more work all along” 


Al HAD PRACTICALLY no knowledge of any kind of repair 

work. One day I saw the ad of NRI in a magazine and 
thought it would be a good way to make money in my 
spare time. Now I am busy almost all my spare time and 
my day off—and have more and more repair work coming 
in all along. I have my shop in the basement of my home.” 


—JOHN D. PETTIS, 
172 N. Fulton, Bradley, Illinois 


IF YOU’VE BEEN WANTING TO START 
“A LITTLE BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN” 
IN YOUR BASEMENT OR GARAGE 


CHECK the advantages of NRI training in Servicing Electrical Appliances 


(STEADY DEMAND for your services. Over 400 million appliances 
in U.S. — 6 million sold last year alone — mean shortage of 


trained appliance service men. 


( NO ELABORATE EQUIPMENT NEEDED — just simple hand tools, and 
Appliance Tester which we provide at no extra charge. 


(C2 START SMALL — GROW BIG. You can start out in your own base- 
ment or garage, in spare time. Gradually expand until you 


open your own shop. 


F YOU'RE like so many men today, 

you've been “hankering” to start “a 
little home business of your own.” In 
spare time at first, then maybe full-time 
later on. Something you’d enjoy — and 
that pays well. Something that fills an 
existing need in your neighborhood or 
town — that “sells itself,” without any 
high pressure arguments — that doesn’t 
take a big investment or elaborate equip- 
ment. 

This is it—Servicing Electrical Appli- 
ances! Now is the perfect time to get into 
it. Sales of electrical appliances have 
skyrocketed. Look how YEARLY 
SALES have risen since 1950: Coffee 
Makers — from 900,000 to 4,750,000. 
Room Air Conditioners—from 200,000 to 
1,800,000. Clothes Dryers—from 318,000 
to 1,425,000. Floor Polishers — from 
240,000 to 1,090,000. No wonder that 
men who know how to service appliances 
properly are making $3 to $5 an hour— 
in spare time or full time! 


Your Skill Always in Demand 
— “Set Up Shop” Anywhere 
People need their appliances fixed in 
good times or bad. Once word gets around 
that you are trained to service them, 
you'll have plenty of work. 
Your training costs less than 20¢ a day. 


And you need only the few basic tools you 
may already have — and an Appliance 


o NO NEED TO RISK YOUR SAVINGS. Many businesses require a 
sizable investment. But here you can build up a following of 


customers first, then open a full-time shop if you wish to. 


(1 EARN $3 TO $5 PER HOUR. Fixing appliances is a high-paying 
skill because the demand for trained men is so great. 


(1 ENJOY SEMI-RETIREMENT ON A GOOD INCOME. When you're ready 
to retire, you can devote a few hours a day to this work. 


Live and work anywhere you please. 


0 no PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE OR TRAINING NEEDED. We tell you and show 
you everything you need to know, in plain English and clear pictures. 


Tester which we provide at no extra charge. 
You can work anywhere—in a corner of your 
basement or garage, even on the kitchen 
table. If you like, you can open up your 
own shop, have others work for you. And 
you can save money by fixing your own 
appliances. 


FREE BOOK 


and Sample Lesson 


Our 24-page Free Book tells how you can 
“cash in” on America’s “Electrical Appli- 
ance Boom”—the money our students are 
making, what they say about us. 

Free Sample Lesson shows how simple 
and clearly illustrated our instruction is— 
how it can quickly prepare you for a profit- 
able future in this big field. Mail coupon, 
letter, or postcard to: National Radio Insti- 
tute, Dept.G9B4, Washington 16, D.C. (No 
obligation — and no salesman will call on 
you.) 


EARN WHILE YOU LEARN 


with this 


APPLIANCE 
TESTER 


— Yours 
y at No Extra 
! Charge 


Your NRI Course comes complete with all 
the parts to assemble a sturdy, portable 
Appliance Tester that helps you earn while 
you learn. Easy-to-follow manual tells how 
to assemble and use the Tester right away. 
Locate faulty cords, short circuits, poor con- 
nections, etc. in a jiffy; find defects in house 
wiring; measure electricity used by appli- 
ances; many other uses. 

With this Tester you save time and make 
money by doing jobs quicker, making sure 
appliances operate correctly after repairs. 
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Exclusive 
Condensation 


ONE WOMAN vs. KINSEY 


Condensed from ONE WOMAN Vs. KINSEY. Copyright 1963 by Sancha Pagan, with the 
permission of the publisher, Pageant Press, Inc., 101 Fifth Avenue, New York 3, N.Y. 


By SANCHA PAGAN 


@ It was as though a long, painful process of be- 
coming had come to a sudden end; there was 
room now for pure being. I felt the same radi- 
ance outside of me as deep within myself. 

A royal song of triumph was in my heart: 
“Born again, born a woman—” 

Incompetence to see the good in sex leaves 
an ugly mark on the subconscious nature of such 
an incompetent person. It is a prejudiced as- 
sumption that God is only or chiefly concerned 
with religion. I know He is not. To say that sex 


10 


is bad because it is of the body is as ridiculous 
as to claim that Fascism and Communism are 
good because they are of the mind. Sex is in- 
herently good if not sick or abnormal or unbal- 
anced; I do not doubt that there are different 
forms of healthy, normal, and balanced love and 
sex (higher and lower, if you insist) but there is 
a definite relationship—the same energy. 
There is no equally strong drive in man which 
could fully replace sex. All other energies, even 
intellect and will, derive from it. This process is 


on Next 
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called “transmutation,” and I believe 
that even the religious feeling feeds on 
surplus sexual energy and is as healthy 
or as sick as is the sex it derives from. 

It seems conceited to me to take sex 
out of the whole of life, unless, perhaps, 
it is sick beyond repair and needs to 
be amputated like a sick leg or arm. 
(Sex is a natural part of our being, but 
cniy @ part; it can be and must be in- 
tegrated into the whole. It becomes a 
trouble-maker by the emphasis and dis- 
tortion of its meaning that our culture 
visits upon it.) The only part that might 
have escaped infection or that might not 
be affected, if sex is sick in us, might be 
the soul (or spirit, or whatever it is)— 
not the mind, which is strongly affected, 
as progressive syphilis proves. 

What could have complicated such a 
simple action as a love embrace, a sex 
act, so much for so many years and even 
again and again after it occasionally 
had been worked out? Complexity is not 
in the nature of this experience, but in 
my opinion, highly unnatural. Border- 
line cases seem to be the best to learn 
from: in mental health, those that have 
been in and out the snake pit; in poli- 
tics, those who have lived in territories 
that change hands every decade or so; 
and, in sexual love, those who have ex- 
perienced both impotence and the high- 
est fulfillment. Since this is true for 
me, I feel somewhat authorized to write 
on the subject. I wish to try to create 
understanding by explaining things to 
myself, and I wish to convey such find- 
ings to my young nieces, and other pos- 
sible readers to benefit from my report. 


Now to Kinsey’s fallacies: 


1) When Kinsey talks about the be- 
havior of the human male and female, 
he starts from the questionable assump- 
tion that he is dealing with men and 
women, while much of his material, I am 
sure, should have been classified “boys 
and girls.” 

This most basic, 


predominant, 


and 


prevalent of the fallacies is such that it 
would actually obliterate much of Kin- 
sey’s report and much of the research 
it is based on, if applied mercilessly. 
However, to have enough left to argue 
about, I will not do so. Also, I am really 
an ardent admirer of Kinsey and his 
scientists and agree completely with him, 
for example, when he rejects as basically 
unsound the dualism which separates 
mind and matter as two independent 
entities. 

2) Once we ignore the quality of an 
orgasm, such as approximation, equality, 
intensity, clitoral or vaginal, etc. and 
the various aftereffects, premature ejac- 
ulation or frigidity are no longer any- 
thing to worry about and thus Kinsey 
throws out the baby with the bath. The 
major difficulty in most empirical re- 
search is that quality is not taken into 
consideration. Another weakness is that 
in any statistical average a regularity in 
the occurrence of activities is presup- 
posed which do not actually occur with 
regularity. 

I know from experience how quality 
remains with us while quantity vanishes. 
There are orgasms and orgasms; some 
can be an irritation, even pain, and few 
have the impact of a catharsis, the trans- 
forming aftereffect. An orgasm may be 
primarily a physical experience of vary- 
ing degrees of intensity and it can be 
a deeply emotional experience. The Kin- 
sey report is biased for sex; it wants 
people to have good sex. So do I. But by 
“good” I do not mean only regularly 
and as often as possible. Quality before 
quantity is my motto. 

3) Emotion is the key word for this 
point; Dr. Kinsey and his group in their 
report show an almost pathological fear 
of exploring emotions. 

Kinsey claims that women behave the 
way they do because they are compro- 
mising between their biological drives, 
social restrictions and pressures, and 
psychological attitudes introduced by the 
social mores. This is quite true, obvious- 
ly, but it certainly does not constitute a 
major contribution to the understanding 
of women if the effect of emotion is dis- 
regarded. 

The lack of interest in human emo- 
tions obviously influences, flattens, and 
limits the Kinsey report. Perhaps the 
Kinsey workers, since they are still at 
work, someday will make the earth- 
shaking discovery that there is such a 
phenomenon as emotion. 

4) An unforgivable mistake is the fact 
that there was only one woman among 
the five consulting editors (if she was 
a woman, not a “girl”) for this male 
team of investigators. Why were there 
no women among the investigators? 

5) Kinsey consistently confuses the 
words normal and average; while phys- 
ically and mentally entirely normal ma- 
ture women are unfortunately the minor- 
ity in overcivilized countries, he accepts 
the average as the norm. 

6) Kinsey claims that a woman’s sex 
capacity is best evaluated by the fre- 
quency of the sex dreams she experiences 
which lead to orgasm, since there is no 
outside stimulation in dreams. I can 
think of many outside stimulations that 
follow us into the dream world (though 


I admit that in sleep we are less prone 
to them), some rather absurd and dis- 
torted; the bedding can be too heavy, 
or too warm, the dinner too vitalizing, 
etc. 

7) Judged by the way abnormal sex is 
making the rules for normal sex, one is 
tempted to conclude that the whole his- 
tory of mankind is nothing but the rule 
of pathological forms over normal. Un- 
healthy sex mercilessly condemns normal 
sex, while it shows much more under- 
standing and acceptance for pathological 
and perverted forms of sex. There is 
always an excuse and a justification for 
people of “intermediate sex” and for 
their tendencies and means of sexual 
satisfaction that carry the results and 
effects into the other areas of life. In 
fact, abnormally sexed people and neur- 
otics are often proud of their difference 
from people of normal sex. 

Now Kinsey is following this trend 
and goes as far as to set abnormal sex 
as an example: Suggesting the lesbian 
female as an authority, he recommends 
asking a homosexual or lesbian woman 
what stimulates and satisfies another 
woman, for, being a woman herself, she 
knows best what she is doing when she 
handles another woman. But is she the 
woman to set a norm for other women? 
The very fact that she is lesbian sug- 
gests something in her that is somewhat 
out of proper balance. If nothing else, 
she most likely is able to respond only 
to clitoral stimulation. 

8) The greatest fallacy, however, lies 
not in Kinsey but in the readers. The 
modern public approaches the findings 
of scientists with complete faith that 
they must be true. 

The public who read this technical pre- 
liminary report was completely unedu- 
cated in the most elementary principles 
of scientific thought. I doubt that it was 
at all wise to give such indigestible sta- 
tistics to the uneducated public. 

9) Kinsey fails to see any peril for 
marriage harmony in masturbation; on 
the contrary, he claims that his statistics 
“prove the opposite,” that the marital 
adjustment of those who indulged in self- 
gratification before marriage was com- 
pleted faster and better. I say that now- 
adays, with all the emphasis on sex and 
overstimulation, those who do not start 
out with masturbation most likely are 
frigid anyway, and a marriage won't have 
to be much good to stand comparison 
with theirs. I believe in the complicating 
factor involved in masturbation for the 
potential best future love life with a 
partner or in marriage. I have little sta- 
tistics to go by (also I find statistics too 
extensible and fickle) but I have very 
immediate, subjective, and personal ex- 
periences, which I will try to describe 
here for the help of whosoever will need 
it and will be open for it. The degree 
of my success will depend on how much 
self-knowledge I have gained, for ex- 
perience is nothing but an empty burden 
without self-knowledge. 

10) While no single book can ever 
exhaust a complicated subject, surely not 
such a fundamental subject as sex, not 
every work is necessarily a valuable con- 
tribution. Whether it is or not depends 
not only on (Continued on page 44) 
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THE BLACK 


By RICHARD ARLINGTON 


@ Official Paris guidebooks urge tourists to see 
the Eiffel Tower, the Champs Elysee, the Place 
de L’Opera and other sites of civic pride. But hip 
visitors know that the first “must” is the re- 
nowned Crazy Horse Saloon, for its current star- 
ring attraction is Europe’s most famous night 
club personality, the exotic Black Widow. This 
sensual blonde—whose charms many a mesmer- 
ized male has thought it might be sweet to die 
for—is Carol Riva, a 23-year-old who strips out 
of her black “widow’s weeds” to reveal a body 
that has audiences gasping. Fans also are titilated 
by the fact that instead of stripping nightly at 
the Crazy Horse, Carol might, at this moment, 
be the chatelaine of a fairytale villa near the sea 


Carol Riva, the sensual “Black 
Widow” gave up a millionaire 
industrialist, cousin of Italy's 
exiled king, to strip at the 
Crazy Horse Saloon in Paris 


in Italy, the wife of a millionaire industrialist 
who is the cousin of Italy’s exiled king. 

Carol met her royal Prince Charming in Capri, 
while she was working at a night club there. Like 
other spectators, Mario Guglielmone couldn’t 
take his eyes off the enticing Black Widow. After 
several visits to the club he invited Carol to his 
table for a drink, and a romance developed. 

As Carol tells it: “One day Mario proposed we 
see the city and the shops because I needed 
some new clothes.” 


She came away from this outing with a black 
mink coat. 

As time went on Mario, understandably 

enough, grew jealous of the baldheaded row that 
watched Carol undress each night. He asked 
her to give up her career and devote herself only 
to him. When Carol finally consented, Mario 
installed her in his magnificent villa in Genoa. 
Here she lived the life of royalty, her every wish 
granted. However, after two and a half months 
life in a palace began to pall on the Black Widow, 
who missed the excitement of Paris, the thrill 
of dancing before an excited audience. Carol told 
Mario she had to get back to Paris for business 
reasons. He gave her the money for the trip, then 
begged her to return to him and they would be 
married. Carol refused; she says Mario was too 
jealous a lover, and she also was tired of living 
in Italy. 
- When Mario was convinced that Carol had no 
intention of giving up her “widow’s black” for 
him, he slapped her with a lawsuit to reclaim the 
20,000,000 lire (about $32,360) he spent on her in 
the two and a half months in Genoa. The judge, 
with true Latin gallantry, threw the case out of 
court, and Carol went back to her real love— 
exotic dancing. 

The Black Widow (Carol conceived the idea 
because black sets off her long golden hair and 
cornflower blue eyes so well, and a “widow” is 
bound to touch the heart of any man) made her 
debut at 19 with the Comedie de Paris. After 
several seasons with the Comedie and in oper- 
ettas, Carol turned to strip tease because it 
meant more money, and she believed she could 
bring a special kind of art to this dance form. 
Today she earns between 500 and 600 new francs 
a night (between $125 to $150) at the Crazy 
Horse. She lives alone in a Montmartre apart- 
ment with her guitar, a black cat and a white 
telephone. 

When friends ask Carol if she ever regrets 
giving up a king’s cousin and a royal life, she 
tosses her blonde tresses and says: “But, no! 
Tomorrow brings another day . . . another love!” 


Continued 
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@ Girl watching in California has 
taken on a new dimension, for here, 
under warm sunny skies and beside 
blue pool waters, if it's your lucky day 
you'll see the gals in the West Coast's 
newest craze—swimming as bare as 
the day they were born. One girl who 
never tires of sunning and swimming is 
lovely blonde Charlene James, who 
left New York one snowy February day 
and arrived in Hollywood when the 
sun was at its hottest. Although Char- 
lene is dying to become a movie star, 
the first thing she did after checking 
into her hotel was to jump into the 
pool—and that's where you'll find her 
whenever she isn't modeling, haunting 


SKINNY DIPPING: 


~ 


- 
“ih. 


the casting offices or rehears- 
ing for a TV program. Charlene 
believes that swimming is like 
bathing and it's pretty silly to 
wear clothes that are only go- 
ing to get wet, anyway. Be- 
sides, Charlene says, her mother 
(a Ziegfeld girl herself) used to 
gaze at the painting "Septem- 
ber Morn" before she was born, 
and that, too, might explain her 
penchant for skinny dipping. @ 
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EVERYTHING 
NOW! 


: 


Alice was pregnant, 
that was certain. 


But about the 


modus operandi 


@ e@ If you’re in New Orleans shopping you 
undoubtedly include Summers’ Department 
Store in the spree. Maybe you have lunch in the 
Heifer and Bull Grill on the mezzanine. Many 
clandestine meetings have taken place in that 
room. It has an illegally delicious atmosphere. 

The first time you went to wash up you must 
have noticed the brilliantly etched heifer on the 
ladies’ room door and the equally picturesque 
bull on the men’s. These figures likely made you 
chuckle, and I bet you commented on them 
when you returned to your table. 

Well, you will be sorry to hear that the heifer 
and bull are gone from the rest room doors and 
have been replaced by the standard bronze 
“Ladies” and “Gentlemen” signs. Even if you 


there was cause 


for speculation 


know this, one thing you can’t know is the reason 
behind their removal. That reason is me. 

My name is Joseph Summers. Perhaps you 
think I have it made because my father happens 
to own the store. If you do, you’ve never worked 
in a place with over 2,000 raddle-brained females. 
Also, you do not know Helen Sorren, my boss 
and head of personnel. 

Helen is attractive and smart, but if you will 
pardon a professional observation, slightly hys- 
terical. Take the day she burst into my office 
and told me about Alice Gamble and figuratively 
pried up the corners of ‘the heifer and bull. She 
was not calm. 

“One of our girls says she’s pregnant,” she 
announced on a loud (Continued on page 62) 


Fire Island is made up of about a dozen 
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By BOB LINDELL 


The Garden of Eden, in the opinion of most Biblical scholars, was 
located at the eastern end of the Mediterranean Sea, probably in what 
is now Israél or Jordan, These Biblical scholars, however, are likely 


to get an argument on that point from several thousand New York- 
ers. The latter are convinced that the earthly paradise not only was, ~ 


but still is, located on a long skinny bar of white*sand that lies just 
off thé south shore of Long Island, nestled between the blue-green 
waters of Great South Bay and the Atlantic Ocean. 4 _, 

The name of the placé is Fire Island, and its credentials as a jet-age 
utopia are many. Here, almost in the heart of the most frantic and 
densely populated metropolitan area in the world, is an oasis of prac- 
tically unspoiled nature. The fact that no private automobiles are al- 
lowed on the island would be enough to establish it as 4 modern 
paradise. But the rustic quality of the elongated summer refuge goes 


communities, most family-type, 


but it's Cherry Grove's gay boys that give this resort its reputation 


FIRE 
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NO MAN’S (?) LANDIS FIRE ISLAND 


far beyond that. The island lacks roads as well as cars. 
Some areas don't even have electricity, much less tele- 
vision, and others ban not only motor vehicles but bi- 
cycles as well. 

Of course, you could escape modern “conveniences” 
by holing up in some Western desert. But then you 
wouldn’t have access to Fire Island’s magic combination 
of the benefits of nature and civilization: an unexcelled 
white sand beach populated by gorgeous blondes in eco- 
nomically constructed bikinis; miles of frothy surf within 
walking distance of friendly bars and good restaurants; 
sturdy pine trees overhanging summer houses of a variety 
of intriguing architectural designs. 

In the final analysis, though, it isn’t the natural en- 
dowments and the careful safeguards against suburban 
sprawl that make Fire Island; it’s the people them- 
selves, who have settled the slim sandbar and doggedly 
battle to maintain its charm against the inroads of 
commercialization, exploitation and modernization. 

Fire Island has been called Greenwich Village by the 
sea. The phrase is not entirely inaccurate, but neither is 
it really adequate. High rents and careful supervision 
tend to exclude the beatnik element from Fire Island. 


Unharassed by the other islanders, Cherry Grove’s gay members 


Other elements associated with the Village are present, 
however—the pretty actresses, the writers, the scholars, 
the artists, the Ivy League college crowd, the sophisti- 
cated couples with small children. Then, too, there are 
delegations from other parts of the metropolitan area— 
psychiatrists from Central Park West, ad men from the 
upper East Side, representatives of the Broadway theater 
crowd and the radio and TV networks. 

Fire Island resembles Greenwich Village, too, in being 
equated with homosexuality by the unsophisticated. Men- 
tion the Village to a rube who has never been there and 
chances are his face will acquire a knowing smirk as he 
passes some comment about “queers.” The truth, of 
course, is that there are a number of male homosexuals 
and Lesbians in Greenwich Village; they constitute a 
rather small minority of the total population, and the 
natives pay little or no attention to them. It’s only the 
outlanders who giggle. 

On Fire Island, the homosexual element, chiefly male, 
is also considered part of the landscape—a small part, 
and one to be neither railed against nor chuckled about. 

The barefoot Bali Ha'i that is Fire Island is approxi- 
mately 50 miles from Mahattan. Most of the summer 


carry on their own way of life openly but not ostentatiously. 


Fire Islanders range from secretaries to psychiatrists to 


pilgrims reach it by either driving or taking trains to 
the three Long Island towns from which ferries run to 
the fabled sandbar—Bay Shore, Sayville and Patchogue. 

Fire Island itself is some 32 miles long and no more 
than a half-mile wide in most places. There are public 
S at both ends and considerable undeveloped terri- 
tory in the eastern section. The important part, that 
which gives the island its unique flavor, consists of a 
dozen or so communities, each with its own personality, 
lying in the 13-mile stretch from Kismet on the west to 
Davis Park on the east. Transportation between these 
settlements is by beach buggies. These are jeeps and old 
cars with oversize tires that provide two distinctly differ- 
ent types of ride, depending on the time of day. At low 
tide they can streak along the wet, hard-packed sand 
near the shore smoothly and at a pretty good clip. When 
the tide comes in, the buggies have to take to the dunes, 
and the result is a journey not unlike that provided on 
the roller coaster at Coney Island, some 25 miles to the 
west. 

Let’s take a theoretical ride along the beach from west 
to east and note some of the characteristics of the little 
knots of wooden houses that make up the Fire Island 
communities: 

Kismet, which lies just east of the state park at the 
west end of the island, is rich in history as well as natural 
attractions. It was settled in the 1880’s by some of the 
real pioneers of Fire Island. Its Surf Hotel was a popular 
watering spot for such Victorian luminaries as Lillian 


the arty crowd, but they all believe in “live and let live.” 


Russell, who undoubtedly turned many a male head when 
she appeared on the beach in a bathing suit that showed 
her bare arms and shapely calves. The hotel is gone now, 
and Kismet is a rather quiet section of some 200 souls 
living mostly in shingled cottages. 

Saltaire, next to Kismet, is a small incorporated village 
with a highly regarded yacht club. The residents are 
mostly home-owners, and Saltaire attracts few week-end 
fun-seekers. 

Dunewood, one of the newest of the Fire Island settle- 
ments, was started in 1958 by two young real estate men. 
It’s mostly a family place, with the emphasis on sailing, 
fishing, playing tennis and lying around in the sun. 

East of Dunewood is the tiny community with the pic- 
turesque name of Lonelyville, another family place with 
a population of only 100 or so. 

Ocean Beach, next in line, is the metropolis of Fire 
Island. It’s the largest community, the one with the most 
bars; the big boy-meets-girl center where visitors of all 
kinds congregate on week ends. 

Seaview, just east of Ocean Beach, is sometimes called 


the Westchester of Fire Island. It has the highest rents, « 


the fewest commercial establishments for its size, and an 
iron determination to maintain its exclusive character. 

Point O’ Woods, one of the larger settlements on the 
island, is also one of the oldest. It was founded in 1890 
as part of the Chautauqua cultural movement then stir- 
ring the finer instincts of our grandfathers. It has a 
strong family emphasis and an (Continued on page 67) 
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By HERB GOLDSTEIN 


@ “Sylvia?” His voice was strained, oddly piercing. It seemed to 
bounce from the walls before returning to his painfully sensitive ears, 
throbbing in undulating waves against the inside of his skull. “Sylvia!” 
he called again, urgency growing. Tiny round pebbles of perspiration 
lay on his forehead, and the light fabric of his shirt stained dark in a 
broad band across his shoulders. His hands trembled as he held them 
against his ears, attempting to stop the laceration of his brain by his 
own voice. 

“One minute, darling,” the answer came, muffled and soft, from the 
other side-of the house. “I’m getting the children to bed now.” 

Paul’s hand shook violently as he raised his glass. The amber fluid 
vibrated, breaking into minute waves and eddies. As he watched, the 
liquid leaped, sloshing against the glass’ sides, higher and higher, 
threatening to jump out over the rim. “Sylvia!” he shouted, grimacing 
at the high-pitched whine, closing his eyes against the painful light. 
“Please hurry!” 

He pressed the glass to his lips and drank, but the deadening liquor 
had lost its potency. No heat warmed his body. No peace came from 
the normally numbing alcohol. Nothing helped any more. The glass 
slipped from his shaking fingers and crashed into fragments against 
the floor. Paul gripped the arms of his chair and breathed deeply. 

“T’m here now, Paul. I’m here.” Sylvia’s hand lightly touched his 
shoulder. Her voice, low and warm, was part of the love-filled room. 
“T’m here,” she repeated, like a soothing mother reassuring a frighten- 
ed child. 

“It’s getting late,” Paul said. 

The vibration of his voice, like the keening whine of an electric 
generator,-was almost unbearable. Sylvia took his hand and held it 
tightly, absorbing his trembling into her own body. Paul’s anguish 
etched into her nerves; her muscles contracted to ward off the pain 
which now shook his entire being. 

“You're my life,” he whispered, clutching her hand. 

“We have only one life,” she answered. (Continued on page 61 ) 


No Greater Love 


Sylvia and Paul were more married than 
most couples, for they shared a dark 
secret that was more binding than love 
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THE INSIDE STORY OF ALL 


Why was 1963 the year of the big whiff? 


oe - MAS at oth Me 
Dick. na ne tal mae, 


By SID GATES 


For baseball buffs from Buffalo to San 
Diego the just-ended season presented wnat 
could well be the most unique situation ever 
to crop up in the big leagues. And if some of 
baseball’s best brains are right, there may be 
more of the same stalking future years. 

The 1963 season was the year of the big 
whiff. The crack of the bat and its accom- 
panying roar from the stands isn’t the noise 
those in the know will remember about this 
season. There’s another sound managers, 
coaches and players will recall—the thud of 
leather against leather as the ball zipped home 
from the mound to the pitcher’s mit, and the 
bawl of the man in blue: “Ste-rike three and 
you’re out there, man!” 

The summer hitter’s nightmare took its big 
stride as both leagues turned the corner into 
the torrid pace of August, and grew steadily 
worse as the pennant countdown neared zero 
hour. In the American League in late August, 


“Monster” Dick 
4 Radatz powders 

Lf. in his high and 

hard fast ball. 


Sandy Koufax 
breaks off a 
curve ball. 


the big news wasn’t the fact that the Yankees 
were in again as undisputed champs of the 
circuit and headed for the World Series. It 
was an event between the Red Sox and the 
Indians which glommed onto the newsprint. 

The date was August 25th, and the occa- 
sion was a double-header. The two teams com- 
bined to establish a new record for the most 
strike outs. Altogether they chalked up 44 
whiffs for the twin bill! 

Two days later, on August 27th, Harmon 
Killebrew’s old big league record of 142 strike 
outs fell when the White Sox’s Dave Nichol- 
son stepped to the plate in Cleveland and 
fanned four straight times. 

An individual club record fell early in Au- 
gust when Boston’s big gun at the plate, Dick 
Stuart, his usually mighty bat chopping noth- 
ing but air, smashed Jimmie Fox’s Boston 
strike-out record of 119 whiffs set way back 
in 1936! (Continued on page 58 ) 


31 


Niodeling Coed 
KIM KNOWLES 


m The male population of a 
certain college in California 
(both the professors and stu- 
dents) are finding the scenery 
of their campus greatly en- 
riched this year with the ap- 
pearance of pert and pixyish 
coed Kim Knowles, This is 
Kim's first year as a college 
coed, but she's been a model 
for as long as she can re- 
member, progressing easily 
from toddler fashions to pre- 
teen to art photography as 
her measurements progressed 
to an eye-catching 36-32-36. 
Kim doesn't feel that her 
double life as a coed and 
model is at all unusual; in 
fact, it's something of a 
family tradition. Kim's older 
sister Kathy worked her way 
through law school the same 
way. Kim's interests run more 
to people, and although she 
hasn't decided definitely on 
a career (it may be teach- 
ing or social work), she is 
concentrating this year on 
French, Spanish, psychology 
and English literature. On 
campus Kim is a standout in 
sweaters and skirts, but at 
home she confesses to relax- 
ing most completely in bikinis. 


SIR’S JOKES for 


@ A spry old codger was well past 80, but was dis- 
gruntled by his loss of desire. The doctor questioned 
his attitude 

“Why should you be worried? It’s the most natural 
thing at your age.” 

“But the man next door is past 90,” the octogenarian 
continued, “and he says he makes love to his wife 
every night.” 

The medic offered a solution. “Why don’t you say the 
same thing?” 


@ The gorgeous patient was Stretched out on her psy- 
chiatrist’s couch, looking voluptuous but unhappy. “Doc- 
tor, I just don’t know what to do,” she said with feeling 
“I can’t seem to help myself. Every night, no matter 
how hard I try not to, I end up bringing three or four 
men up to my room. Last night I had five! You've got 
to help me!” 

“Yes,” said the analyst sympathetically, “I know, my 
dear, I know.” 

“Oh,” she exclaimed in surprise, “were you up last 
night, too?” 


@ At a swank Palm Springs hotel a lifeguard said to a 
hotel guest: “I've been watching you for the last two 
days, Mr. Smith, and you will have to stop urinating in 
the pool.” 
Said Mr. S.: “Eve 
Said the lifeguard: 


ybody urinates in the pool.” 
“From the diving board?” 


@ Intimate conversation in a drugstore 
Customer: “How much for the prophylactics?” 
Druggist: “Three for fifty cents.” 

Customer: “Give me one.” 
“Why only one?” 
“I'm trying to break the habit!” 


@ Married the day before, this was the newlyweds’ first 
breakfast together. Shyly, the bride said: “Sweetheart, 
I have a confession to make. I should have told you 
before we were married that I have asthma.” 

“Thank heavens,” said the groom. “All the time I 
thought you were hissing me!” 


@ When the hotel detective was sure that a guest on 
the fourth floor had an unregistered person with him 
in his room, he reported this to the manager, who 
called the man on a house phone and asked him if his 
guest were a lady. 

“Hold the phone a minute,” came the harsh reply. 
“T'll ask her.” 


PLAYTIME 


@ The wedding date was set and the groom’s three 
buddies—a carpenter, an electrician and a dentist— 
were trying to decide what pranks to play on the 
couple on their wedding night. 

The carpenter thought that if he sawed the slats of 
their bed, it would give them a chuckle or two. 

The electrician decided that he’d wire the bed— 
with alternating current, of course. 

The dentist wouldn’t commit himself, but he grin- 
ned slyly and promised a real surprise. 

The wedding came off as planned, and a few days 
later each of the groom's pals received the following 
note: 

“Dear Friend: We didn’t mind the bed slats being 
sawed, and the electric shock was only a minor an- 
noyance. But by God, I’m going to kill the guy who 
put novacaine in the vaseline!” 


e@ A husband dejectedly came home and announced 
to his wife the bad news—the doctor had told him he 
had to stop working immediately. The wife took the 
news calmly and said: “That's all right, dear. You've 
supported me for forty years. The least I can do now 
is go out and get a job and take care of you.” 

“But you're 65 years old,” the husband said. “What 
could you do?” 

“Don’t worry, I'll find something,” she promised. 

Three days later she came back home and gave 
her surprised husband $50.10. 

“How could you possibly make this much money in 
only three days?” he asked. 

“I became a prostitute,” she said 

“At your, age?” the husband said. “I can't believe 
it. And you made such an odd amount. Who gave you 
the ten cents?” 

“Everybody,” she answered. 


@ Patient to her doctor: “The first time my husband 
is untrue to me, I will kill myself.” 
Doctor: “And what will you do the second time?” 


@ Two bop musicians got married. At the wedding 
the preacher read the marriage contract, then asked 
the couple: “Do you dig this bit?” They both nodded 


and the minister went on with the ceremony, asking 
the bride: “Chick, do you dig this cat?” She replied: 
“Crazy, man, crazy!” The minister turned back to the 
bridegroom. “Cat, do you love this chick?” “The 
most!” replied the groom. The minister then joined 
their hands and pronounced over them: ‘Make it, 
man, make it!” 


e@ The family was very disturbed. Grandfather Jim, 
all of 75, had decided to get married and had chosen 
a young thing of 21. 

One of Grandfather’s sons got hold of him and 
pleaded: “Dad, you can’t go through with this mar- 
riage! A thing like this could prove fatal!” 

“So what,” said Grandfather, undisturbed. “If she 
dies, I'll just get married again.” 


e@ Some of the wives were sitting on the porch of the 
clubhouse at the golf course. For some reason, the 
locker room door was partly open and the girls couldn’t 
help but see a nude man whose head and shoulders 
were covered by a bath towel. 

After studying the man’s body, one of the girls 
said it was not her husband. A second girl gazed at 
the man and said: “No, that isn’t my husband, 
either.” The third girl, more the playgirl type, studied 
the man intently, then said: “Why, he isn’t even a 
member of the club!” 


@ A young soldier wrote: “Dear Dad, I can’t tell 
you where I am, but yesterday I shot a polar bear.” 

Some months later the boy wrote again: “Dear 
Dad, I still can’t tell you where I am, but yesterday 
I danced with a hula girl.” 

Several weeks later came the third letter: “Dear 
Dad, I still can’t say where I am, but yesterday the 
doctor told me I should have danced with the polar 
bear and shot the hula girl!” 


@ What's your favorite joke or gag? Send it to PLAY- 
TIME JOKES Editor, SIR!, 21 West 26 Street, New 
York 10, N. Y. We will pay $5 for any joke or gag used. 
In case of duplicates, the first one received will be 'the 
winner. Jokes and gags cannot be returned. 
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“Sidney and | 


marriage,” she 
finding life unb 


| NED 


This was Henry’s chance to make a 
last killing and get out of town. 

But when the beautiful widow proved 
SO accommodating, he decided to 
Stick around and take his chances 


e Henry Marcus paused outside the mansion’s or- 
nate iron fence and again referred to the week-old 
obituary column: 

Sidney Cosgrove, 54, president of Cosgrove Indus- 
tries, civic leader, philanthropist, sportsman... 

Henry started up the walk, mentally rehearsing 
his story. He sighed wearily as he rang the bell. He 
had always pictured himself as living in a fine house 
and owning a car like the gleaming Imperial parked 
in the driveway. But he was pushing 50 now and 
beginning to doubt that his dreams would ever be 
realized. Maybe his curse had been his glib tongue 
and honest-looking face. In his audacious youth, 
talking people out of their money had seemed much 
more attractive than working. He had relished the 
danger and excitement at first, happy in the optimis- 
tic belief that his big killing was just around the 
corner. But after twenty-five years of petty con 
games, dreary hotel rooms and more arrests than he 
could count, his profession was somehow losing its 
kick. He longed for a more settled life and a steady, 
dependable income. There were times when he al- 
most considered getting a legitimate job. But all 
legitimate jobs involved work, and maturity had done 
nothing to reduce Henry’s abhorrence of that. 

He rang the bell again and pulled his coat tighter 
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LEIF against a sudden icy gust of wind. If this job worked 
HANSSON out, he planned to hop a Greyhound for Florida. 
CONTINUED 
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Maybe a change of climate would 
change his luck. Anyway, Miami was 
one of the few cities left where he didn’t 
have a record. The police here had made 
it clear, when they released him two 
weeks ago after serving a thirty-day 
sentence for trying to sell an old lady 
some worthless stocks, that any further 
transgressions in this town would be 
dealt with severely. 

ig Ye4 

Henry was momentarily speechless. 
The woman who stood in the door was 
probably 40, but the trace of gray that 
was beginning to show in her hair served 
only to enhance the aura of natural, 
unaffected femininity that surrounded 
her. That creamy, flawless complexion 
couldn’t possibly have come from a jar, 
and her strikingly deep and incandes- 
cent blue eyes needed no artificial em- 
bellishment to be expressive. 

His gaze dropped to her simple black 
knit dress, which clung with just the 
right balance of modesty and provoca- 
tiveness to a figure that would make 
most women half her age wince with 
envy. Helplessly, caressingly, Henry’s 
eyes explored the classic swell of her 
breasts, the trim waist, the smooth, tap- 
ering thighs... 

“Yes? Can I help you?” Her voice was 
soft. 

With considerable effort Henry return- 
ed his attention to the task at hand. 
“Mrs. Cosgrove? I wonder if I may 
speak to Mr. Cosgrove? I hate to disturb 
his Sunday, but it is rather important.” 

She lowered her eyes slightly. “He 
was killed a week ago in a traffic acci- 
dent,” she said quietly. 

“Oh, how terrible.” Henry’s voice was 
all apology. “I hadn’t heard. Please for- 
give me for disturbing you at this tragic 
time.” He turned slowly to leave. Very 
slowly. 

“Wait,” she said. “What did you wish 
to see him about?” 

Henry looked at the ground, feigning 
embarrassment. “I don’t want to trouble 
you about it, ma’am.” 

“Come now, tell me,” she persisted. 
“Maybe I can help you.” 

“I’m bartender at the Executive Club 
downtown,” Henry began. “About two 
weeks ago your husband was in the 
club late one afternoon and discovered 
that he didn’t have any money with 
him. The banks were closed, and he’d 
also forgotten his checkbook. So—” 

“You lent him some. How very kind 
of you.” Her eyes were warm with grat- 
itude. 

“And to think now he’s—he’s—” Henry 
reached for his handkerchief. 

“Won't you come in for some tea?” 
she invited. 

“I don’t want to trouble you, ma’am.” 

“Nonsense. I’ve been terribly lonely 
the past few days. I need a little con- 
versation.” 

She ushered him into the spacious 
living room. “Would you please light the 
fire?” she asked, nodding toward the 
huge stone fireplace. “I’ll be right back.” 

He watched her go, the graceful move- 
ments of her body arousing a longing 
that he hadn’t felt in a long time. He 
lit the fire and settled back on the couch, 
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looking approvingly around the room. 
The warm and comfortable decor con- 
trasted sharply with the stiff formality 
of most of the millionaires’ homes he 
had known. But it wasn’t surprising. 
She didn’t look. much like the typical 
millionaire’s wife, either. 

Presently she returned, carrying a 
silver tray and tea service. “Sidney al- 
ways liked his tea in front of the fire,” 
she said, her voice breaking slightly. 
She poured his tea and sat beside him 
on the couch, discreetly revealing a 
shapely knee as she tucked one foot 
under her. “How much did you lend 
him?” she asked. 

He hesitated for a moment. “One hun- 
dred dollars,” he said, doubling the 
amount he usually asked for. “There's 
no hurry, though; I can wait—” 

“But at the door you said that it was 
important.” 

He cleared his throat nervously. “I 
don’t want to burden you with my 
problems.” 

“Tell me,” she urged. 

“Well, it’s my mother. The doctor says 
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she should spend the winter in a warmer 
climate. But she doesn’t have much 
money, only her social security, and 
doesn’t think she can afford it. Tomor- 
row is her birthday, and I was going to 
surprise her with a plane ticket to her 
sister’s in Florida.” 

“Oh, how thoughtful!” She reached 
for her purse. “I think I have that much 
here.” She counted out five twenties on 
the coffee table. “I hope your mother 
gets along well in Florida.” 

Henry thanked her and rose to leave. 

“Please stay a little longer,” she said. 
“It’s very comforting talking to one of 
Sidney’s friends.” She refilled his cup. 
“In fact, I know quite a lot about you.” 

“Oh?” Puzzled, Henry watched her 
uneasily. 

She smiled. “Of course we’ve never 
met, but Sidney spoke of you many 
times. He held you in very high esteem. 
Why, not long ago he remarked that you 
should have lived during the days of 
King Arthur, you would have made such 
a gallant knight.” 

Henry relaxed a little. “He was a 
wonderful man,” he said, trying to think 
of a compliment he could pay a man 
he had never seen. “He wasn’t—well, 
snobbish, like most of the club’s mem- 
bers. Even though I was only the bar- 
tender, he always treated me as if we 
were equals.” 

“Yes, he was like that,” she said. “And 
he was a very shrewd judge of character, 
which is probably why he was so suc- 
cessful in business.” She took a sip of 
tea and leaned back against the cush- 
ions, gazing dreamily into the fire. 

“Sidney and I had a wonderful life 
together,” she went on. “I’m afraid that 

to some people ours seemed more like a 


business merger than a marriage, con- 
sidering both our great fortunes. There 
was even an ugly newspaper story at the 
time suggesting that our marriage was 
just some clever scheme to reduce our 
income taxes. But nothing could have 
been further from the truth.” She 
paused, and looked him straight in the 
eye. “Ours was a very passionate mar- 
riage. Already I am finding life unbear- 
able without it.” 

Henry felt his heart jump, but man- 
aged to keep his voice calm. “If I may say 
so, you are a very beautiful woman. If 
you want to marry again, I’m sure you 
would have no trouble finding a suit- 
able—” 

“You don’t understand,” she inter- 
rupted. “I shall never marry again. I 
loved Sidney too much for that. How- 
ever, our desires are something that can- 
not be abruptly denied. And being 
wealthy puts a woman at something of 
a disadvantage in that respect. Almost 
all the men I know are connected in 
some way with Sidney’s company. It’s 
possible that some of them might try to 
take advantage of my emotions to further 
their own interests.” 

“I can understand your problem,” Hen- 
ry said, trying to keep the teacup in his 
hand from shaking. 

She lowered her eyes demurely. “Well 
then, sir knight, I’m sure your code of 
chivalry says something about helping 
ladies with their problems. I will make it 
worth your while financially—and I don’t 
think it will be too unpleasant for you 
otherwise.” A mischievous twinkle came 
into her eyes. “I noticed the way you 
looked at me at the door.” 


PSTAIRS in the bedroom Henry 

draped the last of his clothes over 
the back of a chair. The frilly pink room, 
the delicately scented air, the thick white 
carpet tickling his feet—it was all like a 
scene from some long-forgotten adoles- 
cent daydream. 

But she was definitely no fantasy. She 
stepped out of the dressing room and 
came to him, her lithe, vibrant body al- 
most golden in the room’s soft light. To- 
gether they moved to the bed. 

She lay beside him quietly for a time, 
breathing little sighs of pleasure as his 
caressing hands gently moved over her. 
Then gradually her breathing quickened, 
and her little sighs became sharper and 
more urgent. A tremor shook her body 
as the coral tip of a velvety breast hard- 
ened under his fingers. 


“Oh, please!” she moaned through 
clenched teeth, her body beginning to 
stir rhythmically. “Sir Lancelot, please! 
Your lady is in distress!” 

The heat of her response spurred him 
to heights he had almost forgotten were 
Possible. Each delight built to a greater 
on, until their passions reached the pin- 
nacle, culminating in a wave of ecstasy 
almost excruciating in its intensity. 

Afterward she clung to him, exhausted, 
as they drifted through the warm after- 
glow to normalcy. 


“We do very well together,” she said 
finally, in what seemed to Henry the 
understatement (Continued on page 60) 
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COAST GUARD 
SKY BLOODHOUNDS 
TRACK DOWN 
MOONSHINERS 


m The small single-engine plane took off from the Coast Guard Air Station 
at Elizabeth City, N.C., and in half an hour was over the piney woods of 
Virginia's Dismal Swamp. 

The pilot slowly banked the plane into an ever-widening circle while the 
man in the seat beside him scanned the swampy ground beneath them 
through a pair of high-powered binoculars. Suddenly the man with the 
binoculars nudged the pilot and pointed below. Slowly the plane banked 
around and went back for another look. The man had spotted a telltale 
glint of metal reflecting through the trees. In minutes he was on the radio, 
giving the plane’s precise location. 

That afternoon a raiding party broke up another moonshining still deep 
in the Dismal Swamp, thanks to the keen eyes of an Internal Revenue 
agent and a Coast Guard pilot and plane. 

For many years—probably for as long as the Coast Guard has had air 
stations in the Southeastern states—Coast Guard aviators have helped the 
IRS's Alcohol Tax Unit hunt moonshine stills. It’s an unusual and little- 
publicized job of the smallest of our nation’s armed forces. 

Until a few years ago one or two planes were regularly assigned each 
winter and spring to full-time still hunting. They followed the leaf line 
north in the spring; aerial hunting isn’t as good when the heavy summer 
foliage is on the trees. 

The Coast Guard’s regular assignment to this mission was stopped, but 
the tax agents often call in their old Coast Guard hunting mates. Any Coast 
Guard air unit that has a pilot and a plane it can spare for a day or two 
will take a tax agent out over the hills and swamps in the hunt for an 
old-fashioned plant for the production of corn squeezings. 

A Coast Guard pilot lost his life in a crash on one of these flights several 
years ago, and many of the pilots say that irate moonshiners occasionally 
let loose at a still-hunting plane with their squirrel guns. However, there’s 
no record of a plane or pilot ever being hit. 

While moonshining is not unknown in other regions, the real spiritual 
homeland of the pursuit are the swamps, the piney woods and hills of the 
Deep South. It’s practically a custom, and the result is uncountable thousands 
of country stills. 

According to IRS officials, the thousand and more a year that are knocked 
off with the help of the Coast Guard’s aerial bloodhounds don’t make a 
dent in the total number of stills. 

Agents say that the spotters must fly pretty high if they hope to capture 
the moonshiners. The moonshiners, seeing Coast Guard markings on a 
plane, usually take off long before a ground party can reach them. 

Even from a great height a plane may easily find 50 or more stills a day 
in good moonshine country. What do the IRS agents look for? 

Smoke coming from a place where there is no house is a good clue, of 
course, but there are other clues almost as good. 

Spotters look along water courses since a still will never be far from a 
stream. 

According to experts in this business, moonshiners may often be tracked 
from the air because they don’t realize how plainly some things on the 
ground show up. A path running from a backwoods road to a point about 
a mile into a woods is almost sure to have a still at the other end. 

White blotches in the leafless woodland are a good sign. It seems that 
the moonshiner rarely has the energy to haul a barrel of spent mash very 
far after a still run. He dumps it close by on the ground. It shows up from 
miles away—an unnatural white. 

One of the surest giveaways, say the agents, is the flash of sunlight off 
the big, slow bubbles that rise and burst upon the top of a barrel of ripening 
mash. Also, the glint of metal through bare trees is often a clue. 

Lately helicopters have played an increasing role in rounding up moon- 
shiners, not so much in spotting the illegal stills as in serving as a sort of 
command post for a raid. The tax agent in a Coast Guard helicopter can 
watch developments on the ground and direct the closing of the net. 

Sometimes a plane will discover a still and see the operators take off 
into the woods. Nine times out of ten this means they will be back after 
sundown to dismantle their coils and boilers and pack them, with their 
mash barrels, into automobiles. They may move their operations 25 or 50 
miles away, but the copter hovering on the edge of the horizon can follow 
the procession to the new site of operations. 

Finding stills and breaking them up doesn’t do much good, IRS agents 
say. They used to destroy 10,000 a year, and it didn’t seem to make even 
a dent in the total. What they try for now is the surprise raid that nets “a 
body with the still.” And they prefer a “quality body”—a big operator, not 
just small fry. 

Selective raids, they say, have reduced the destruction of stills to 8500 a 
year, but more big operators are going to jail. 

They know of one young fellow out of the Dismal Swamp in Virginia who 
is cured of moonshining for good. 

A year or so ago a lost Air Force plane—a big one— (Continued on page 64) 
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ONE WOMAN 


vs. KINSEY 
(Continued from page 12) 


whether it makes a contribution to the 
advance of knowledge and understand- 
ing, but at what expense. I, for one, 
with all my emphasis on good orgasms, 
would not want to have them or more 
of them, at the expense of other things 
in life, such as love and understanding 
and development. The sexual glands 
have other functions in addition to im- 
pelling man to the gesture which pre- 
serves the race—they also enhance our 
physiological, mental, and even spiritual 
life. 

A valid approach to sex must relate 
sex to the other key values in life, par- 
ticularly to the integrity of the family. 
Kinsey has made a contribution to such 
an approach, but only a small one. Quite 
out of proportion to the popularity of 
the report. 

The next pages will be devoted to 
memories—to the story of my struggle to 
get straightened out as much as possible 
as a woman, of my detours to the sum- 
mit. We just received a shipment of 
things we still had stored in Germany 
and since my autobiography was in one 
box, I decided to translate it and insert 
it here. My husband calls it an auto- 
‘sexo’graphy. It was written in, an 
UNRRA Camp before I returned to this 
country (I was born here of an Ameri- 
can mother and German father, but they 
moved to Germany when I was about 5 
years old). 

This report is about my life and my 
love and I do not advise anyone to try 
to imitate me. Experiences are not to be 
imitated. Love and sex mean something 
different to each person and efforts on 
the part of some to duplicate an experi- 
ence have wrecked more lives and mar- 
riages than money and liquor put to- 
gether. 

I do not know whether this is the 
case for everyone, but for me a life 
without love seems impossible. If there 
is human existence possible without love, 
it must be something I would not want 
to endure. 

However, I am satisfied to recollect 
from the age of 14. At that time a boy 
jn school, Klaus, was my great love. He 
was then anything but handsome-later, 
so I was told, he made a good-looking 
officer. At that time he was 15, but he 
already had a nice deep voice like a 
man. He was rather tall for his age 
and was nicely built. But that I did not 
know then—at that time I knew nothing, 
absolutely nothing, but that I cared for 
him terribly much. Every thought was 
about him. This in a way was a handi- 
cap for learning in school, but on the 
- other hand it made me study harder to 
compete with him. He would not learn 
anything any more, because he wanted 
to be in the same grade with me. Every- 
body knew about us, all the teachers, 
parents, other people—everyone. It was 
so visibly platonic, modest and shy that 
even my father, who could not think 
clean about anything, did not dare to 
attack this. After school Klaus would 
take me home and we had to take all 
kinds of detours so that my father’s sec- 
retary would not spy on us from the 
office window and cause trouble. 

In the afternoon we would go swim- 
ming or bicycling. Whenever there was a 
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rare chance to meet after dinner, because 
the parents were out and grandma more 
lenient, I would meet him at some dark 
corner where no one could see us. Since 
we never knew when that occasion would 
arise, Klaus would wait at that particu- 
Jar corner every evening anyway. All that 
would happen when we got together was 
that we were in each other’s arms for 
hours. Neither would speak; we just 
looked at the stars. 

Next day in school the students would 
talk about their dates and the heavy 
petting and kissing. We would only feel 
embarrassed, because we again had not 
dared anything else. Then one evening 
it happened: he finally had stored up 
enough courage. He pressed his tightly 
closed lips upon mine. 

We kissed each other often now; long, 
warm, tender, and passionate kisses, but 
with the first sensual kiss from him it 
was over. I guess I was still deeply 
asleep. He was very pale the next morn- 
ing and would not look at me. He sent 
me an engagement ring and a promise 
of marriage, whenever I should be ready. 
Later I sent the ring back for his oldest 
daughter. I do not exactly know why it 
was over and I don’t think I will ever 
know. 

There were many nights of pain and 
tears. A pain that was so new that I did 
not know what to do about it. I was 
too paralyzed with pain to investigate 
or meditate as to why it was over. My 
girl friends at that time had kissing ex- 
periences with dozens of boys and 
thought nothing of it. They did not 
understand my pain at all. I told them 
I would rather die than kiss any other 
man in my life. I thought it was impos- 
sible to love more than one man in one 
life. (I only noticed my first husband, 
Kurt, because in the beginning he re- 
minded me of this first love, Klaus.) 

To forget the pain over the loss of 
Klaus I went along with my girl friends 
and tried to do as they did. I sent prom- 
ising glances in all directions. At a fair 
I flirted with Paul, the notorious Casa- 
nova of our little town. 

The following is a rather detailed re- 
port on what came out of this flirtation: 

Finally I succeeded in opening my 
eyes (the lids felt as if they had turned 
into lead) to find myself half undressed 
on a bed in a long dark room with a 
high ceiling. The lights of the street 
lamps brought out some of the furnish- 
ings and furniture of the room. It was 
troublesome to think, but little by little 
my memory came back and I wondered 
how long I had slept. 

There were music and voices and 
dancing still going on in the adjoining 
room and a ray of blue light fell through 
the keyhole. The couch was large enough 
to hold a dozen outstretched people. The 
owner was Paul, the wealthiest bachelor 
in town and considered highly immoral. 
His uncle owned most of the hat industry 
for which the town was best known. 
Rumors had it that he had one steady 
girl (besides all the others), a beautiful 
assistant to a dentist in town. Every 
time he saw her, which was almost daily, 
so went the story, he hammered into 
her cute little head the fact that she 
was just a mistress or an “affair” for 
him and that she should not let it enter 
her mind that he might get serious about 
her. He definitely would not. For mar- 
riage, he, of course, would have to select 
between the “higher daughters” of so- 
ciety. The dowry would have to be in 
proper proportion to his uncle’s estate. 

I was not quite sixteen at that time, 
not a great beauty at all, but I was a 


society girl. My father owned another one 
of the big industries in town. This did 
not mean, however, that my sisters and 
I were spoiled in any way; in fact the 
children of the workers in my father’s 
factory had better clothes than I. So I 
was impressed by all the wealth and 
glamor exhibited in this bachelor’s house. 

Now how did I get into this bed? I 
began to remember. There was some 
drinking and dancing going on and then 
Paul had escorted me to the kitchen and 
had claimed that I needed some coffee 
badly—this after I had tried to give a 
demonstration of how well I could stand 
on my head. He had been rather courte- 
ous in seeing to it that my dress stayed 
over my legs while I was standing on my 
jhead. Then evidently all the small 
amount of liquor I had permitted my- 
self to drink had gone into my head. 
He had placed me on the window sill 
in the kitchen with orders to stay there 
while he went about fixing coffee. 

I know I did not have coffee and 
maybe I fell from the window sill, as I 
had a pain in my left arm. I do not 
know but something must have hap- 
pened that he took me to bed. It did not 
occur to me then that it was in bed that 
he wanted me. I heard his voice talking 
to my girl friend behind the door. 
I heard her answer: “But I have to take 
her back to her grandmother's; that’s 
where her father thinks she is.” 

Paul explained to my girl friend that 
I was not well enough to leave and that 
he would take me to my grandmother 
as soon as I felt better. 

I meant to get up and tell her that I 
was feeling much better already, but I 
seemed to be paralyzed, and perhaps 
along with it, curious to see what would 
happen next. I felt as though I were 
watching a movie and did not want to 
leave before the end. Whatever Paul had 
planned in the line of trying to make 
me Victim No. 100 or No. 200 in his 
register of girls or probably Virgin No. 8 
or 10 on the list of virgins he had de- 
flowered, I was positive it would not 
work. My mind was not too clear as 
yet—the drink must have been pretty 
strong—but mine was a strongly condi- 
tioned mind, severely disciplined by my 
“moral” father. 

If unconsciously there was any desire 
to surrender, it must have been hidden 
very deeply. I did what I then considered 
“checking into the unconscious,” trying 
to find out what I wanted, gaining self- 
knowledge, in my early, deep, and con- 
stant struggle to rid myself completely 
of the family ties. My father’s morals 
were too obviously biased and bigoted 
for me to accept them; he had double 
standards for parents and children, for 
men and for women, for girls and for 
boys, for friends and for enemies. But 
there seemed no desire for Paul, the 
wolf, in me. 

Now I was looking forward to Paul’s 
coming; eager to show him what defeat 
was. If he ever had one, this would be 
it. All his smart scheming would not 
help him a bit with me. 

When he came into the room he some- 
how convinced me that I should com- 
pletely undress because it was not 
healthy to sleep with underwear on. 
Pleased with the good progress he was 
making, he started to tell me how nice 
it would feel if we would kiss and hold 
each other tight. I believe he kept on 
talking quite a while as I had a dream 
that I was listening to a sermon, until 
he discovered that I had fallen asleep 
with my back to him. 

When I woke up in the morning I 
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studied him in his sleep. I was touched 
at how young, how boyish, and inno- 
cent his cleancut face was, and I press- 
ed a little so-called’ “soul kiss” on his 
forehead. “What is this for?” was his 
question as he woke up. “For leaving 
me alone all night,” was my answer. 
He was very sober now and explained 
that this had never happened to him 
before and that he should like to know 
why I did this to him. 

I explained that I did not know too 
well myself what my motives were, but 
that it was probably something of a 
revenge for his unscrupulous scheming 
in getting me drunk, undressed, and 
into bed, sending my girl friend home 
without me, and all that. 

“You hurt my pride very deeply,” he 
complained. “I never thought any girl 
would be able to resist if I, the hand- 
somest and wealthiest bachelor in town, 
was out for her.” He wanted to know 
whether it wasn’t at least a little hard 
ie me to be.so cold and indifferent to 

im. 

IT said, “No, because I do not love 
you, or men like you.” 

Paul soon started courting me seri- 
ously, until a little later my father went 
bankrupt and we left town, just when 
I had begun to become a little inter- 
ested in Paul. 

Later I met Paul once in Berlin. He 
was a soldier. Stripped of all the glam- 
orous surroundings, little was left. 

When we said goodbye, as Paul had 


to leave for the front the next day,, 


he said: “I hope you will forgive your- 
self, your resistance toward me when 
you hear about my death as a hero.” 

He did die soon thereafter, not ex- 
actly as a hero but from the result of 
a fatal disease which he contracted in 
Paris on one of his pleasure trips to 
France. 

Some time after this night in the 
cave of the wolf I started to work part 
time as an apprentice in a furniture 
company in my little home town. Tne 
Jewish boss, Heinz, became very friend- 
ly. I told him about the loss of my 
first love and the night with the Cas- 
anova. After that he decided to keep 
a@ watchful eye on me. He wanted me 
to learn sexual love. I was, however, 
not ready for straight sexual feelings, 
if I was ever to be. When he started 
his practical instructions they did not 
excite me at all. It was not unpleasant 
but nothing special. If it was dark 
enough, he would undress me on the 
benches in the Park. He kissed my 
breasts, my lips, my stomach. He would 
touch certain most intimate spots and 
this was especially pleasant the few 
times his landlady was out and we were 
able to use his couch. He insisted that 
it was time for me also to take a look 
at him and touch him. I thought that 
it probably was, but I did not really 
desire to do so. 

I might not have denied him fur- 
ther advances, for he was all I had 
then, but he was decent enough not 
to take advantage of me. He was fa- 
ther, mother, friend, everything—espe- 
cially after we had moved to Berlin 
and he would come up to take me out 
there. His mother also lived there. 

He had an affair with a Jewish sec- 
retary at the same time but it did 
not bother me in the least. 

He left for America soon after. Sex- 
vally Heinz had advanced me. some- 
what, mostly theoretically; but he could 
not make me more mature than I ac- 
tually was. After such dates with him, 


full of soft petting, I would go home 
somewhat intoxicated, through the dark. 
feeling as if I were wrapped up in 
warm, silky laces. I did not finish what 
he had started. It was too different 
from masturbation. It was good even 
without a climax. Masturbation never 
really was good. Only one could not 
resist it. The feeling would come, hard 
and abruptly, and would leave that way, 
and afterward one was only more lone- 
ly and there was nothing to remember. 
Heinz’s pettings would stay with me 
for hours. It was very different. 

Masturbation had started very early 
with me. I remember it was in the gym- 
nasium and we were climbing up some 
Posts when this sensation occurred for 
the first time and then it became a 
habit but I never really liked it, Espe- 
cially once, I was very angry at my- 
self when it happened because I could 
not close my ears to the noise coming 
out of my parents’ adjoining bedroom. 
I disliked very much what I heard and 
considered my father as uncontrolled 
in the expression of his pleasure as he 
was when he was angry at us, nor did 
I like mother’s constant, “Be careful,’ 
but my body functioned without my 
consent, despite my opposition. 

Then, through my friend Ursula, 1 
met Kurt. We really discovered each 
other when we danced for the first 
time; we danced marvellously together. 
I always followed easily in dancing and 
would lose my prudery then. He began 
to be seriously interested and to tell 
me about his loose life and that it 
had to come to an end. Then he sent 
Toses to my home. 

We planned a trip to the lake and 
he offered to buy me a swim suit. He 
was disappointed that I did not take 
the sexy one, but did not realize that 
I did not have enough to fill out the 
top. 

Ursula and her boy friend and Kurt 
and I went together on this trip. Ursula 
and I slept in one hotel room that 
night and, as usual, one had to tickle 
the other’s back for quite a while, 

Ursula and I used to tickle each oth- 
er even in school, much to the em- 
barrassment of the boys in class, who 
got excited about it and thought we 
were lesbians. But it was just a good 
feeling on the skin. 


KU was never dependable; I al- 

Ways suffered because of that. He 
was somewhat unpolished, too, and un- 
refined, but he was my life at that time, 
though it meant almost more tears 
than pleasure. I would have liked 
to forget Kurt and therefore was glad 
when my parents suggested a trip to 
England. Kurt was very angry when 
I left for England before he had suc- 
ceeded in becoming more intimate with 
me. He was sure I would find a rich 
and appropriate husband there. 

England was nice; lots of swimming, 
diving, and dancing, but when I got 
home there was a note: “Welcome back, 
Kurt,” and the happy unhappiness con- 
tinued—the painful probing of two pieces 
that seem to belong together but ac- 
tually do not. 

I still denied Kurt my body, though 
we regularly met in his room now. He 
tried hard to get me to swim in the 
nude with him and to make me drunk. 
While I was in England a dark-haired 
Sexy person had entered his life. She 
gave him a thousand times more than 
I was able to give—why should I let 
him taste unripe cherries? He would 


only spit them out. She had asked me 
to meet her and I had ignored her in- 
Vitation until I heard that she was 
in a hospital. 

Then, because I wanted to hear news 
of Kurt, who had left me without a call 
for two weeks, I went to see her in 
the hospital. There she was in bed. 
What a great advantage youth gives 
over someone even only ten years old- 
er! She really was much prettier, and 
had much more sex appeal. Her black 
curly hair combined with blue eyes were 
lovely. 

Her illness was not an attempted sui- 
cide as I had suspected—merely a 
sprained ankle. She was extremely hap- 
Py to see me. She knew a lot about me 
and my innocence bothered her. It real- 
ly was all I had, my only asset at that 
time, and that’s why I could not jeop- 
ardize it. I knew who would Possess it, 
would possess me. 

This woman advised me against be- 
coming intimate with Kurt. She said 
that no one would ever have him ex- 
clusively or be able to depend on him. 
She said that unfortunately she had 
become dependent on him physically; 
she needed him, otherwise she would 
have left him long before. 

I could not figure out what she meant 
by being physically dependent; I tried 
to think it out. She asked if I intended 
to marry him. I told her that I had 
no such intentions and that I felt that 
the man marries the girl, but that Kurt 
could not get married, having no in- 
come. 

She told me that he had a good job 
and that she was working at the same 
place, that it would be Possible to live 
on his salary without trouble. But she 
asked me please not to interfere, she 
Was sure he would choose me if I gave 
him my virginity. It would kill her. 
“Please promise not to sleep with him,” 
she begged. 

I told her that I would not promise 
anything, but that I would leave it en- 
tirely up to him to make a decision 
between us, if necessary. 

He came and was surprised to find 
us together, but he was more or less 
used to all kinds of peculiar situations, 
so he was very calm and collected. He 
touched her thighs through the blanket 
and I thought, what poor taste!, and 
nothing else. We both had to leave the 
room while the beds were being made. 
I suggested to Kurt that I leave before 
he did and wait in the next Cafe, so 
that Irmgard would not become sus- 
Picious. (I had suggested this to him 
to beat him in suggesting it to me.) He 
was to follow some time later, but came 
rather soon: 

He was in a gay mood, somewhat an- 
imated, wild. “I must see blood soon,” 
he told me, and all I said was, “Yes.” 

Sunday in the train going to see him I 
knew: “Today was the day!” He had 
told me that he liked light blue un- 
derwear and hated pink. If a girl, no 
matter how pretty, came in pink un- 
derwear, he would just wet his finger, 
tip it on her tummy and say “Go home.” 
My underwear was all new, very light 
blue, and much too expensive. The time 
had come. I was sure. He now had to 
have complete surrender, a decision. on 
my part, in order for him to make 
one. After all, a man needed this, and 
if he had it with me I thought he cer- 
tainly would have no reason to run 
after others. 

Now the moment had come. No 

(Continued on page 48) 
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“Now, Mr. Armbruster, what do i 
you attribute your longevity to?” 


Just Fer you Suef 


“Okay, music lovers, what 
do you want to hear next?” 


Re Vu Pig 
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“Now if you'll just be patient 
for a moment I'm sure some car 
will stop to give me a lift!” 
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thoughts, no calculations any more. 
Naked truth, nude bodies. 

He pulled me on top of him, as he 
did not want to put his weight on me. 
I shivered terribly. He opened me very 
carefully. (The wallpaper had many 
roses and a border of roses between 
the ceiling and the wall.) A little sharp 
pain, the desired blood, and everything 
was over. I avoided looking at the op- 
erational procedure closely. 

I remembered that Irmgard had said 
that he was in a position to marry. To 
get away from home was the incentive 
that motivated me at that time more 
than anything else. Now he would sug- 
gest marriage, I was sure. How could 
I ever marry someone else, after this, 
or how would anyone else marry me 
without this precious virginity? I start- 
ed to call him my husband in my own 
dream world. Would I have a child 
now? That would be even better than 
having a husband. 

Then one day he said, “Before we get 
married,” as if that was a fait accompli 
for him, too, “you ought to’ get away 
and strengthen yourself.” I had become 
thinner and paler day by day of late, 
and it was a good idea to get away from 
home. 

So I visited friends in the country. 
Soon a letter came from my father 
saying that Irmgard’s father had look- 
ed him up in his office to ask him to 
see to it that his daughter did not 
marry Kurt, who had promised mar- 
riage to his daughter. Irmgard had at- 
tempted suicide and Kurt was called 
into court. I had no time for personal 
thoughts, working hard with my friends 
on their farm. All I lived on was the 
memory of our last embrace. I had for 
the first time felt a little more and I 
was able to recollect the sensation 
though it did not develop into a climax. 
Since I had begun intercourse with 
Kurt, I had given up masturbation, even 
though the intercourse left me without 
a climax, in fact, I never had gotten 
anywhere near a climax. How could I 
with this egotistical, slightly brutal, 
energy-charged, then discharged and 
sleepy animal next to me? Did I love 
him at all? Was it not rather hate? 
But to prohibit a marriage between us? 
That was not possible; marriage in my 
opinion was already made. It could be 
legally authorized or not, or broken, 
but it still existed. 

It was unpleasant, though, for when 
I thought about him now and the nice 
feeling of our last embrace, the other 
woman was between us—she was in his 
arms. But what good was my blood, my 
devotion, my sacrifice, now that I had 
left him alone again? Would not every- 
thing be better once we could live to- 
gether or, at least, be officially engaged? 
I found a thousand excuses for him and 
it comforted me to find the blame with 
me, where I was able to correct it. I 
had gained a lot of strength and work- 
ed up a good appetite in the fresh air 
of the fields. It was a lovely photograph 
of myself, made at that time, that 
caused Irmgard’s attempted suicide after 
she had seen it on Kurt’s desk. 

Back home again, Kurt and I became 
engaged. We spent more time together 
now. It was very strenuous; too much 
Grinking, smoking, not enough sleep. 


I WAS now 20 years old. The wedding 

date was set for May. I knew now 
that I did not love him. But what 
should I do? Remain in my parental 
home which I disliked so much? Take 
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the gossip of the people? I was unable 
to stand on my own feet. No, first I 
would have to get out of the situation 
he had caused with me, just a shadow 
of myself; that seemed the only goal 
in this marriage. 

It was better than the endless en- 
gagement in which I had all the mar- 
ital duties and the man all the marital 
rights. 

He went on a honeymoon by himself, 
leaving me in his rented room. He had 
already paid for an ocean trip and did 
not want to miss it, just because he 
was married now. 

I slept a lot while he was gone. Out 
of boredom I started straightening out 
his desk. There were love letters up to 
the very day before our marriage. Very 
lovely letters, very disappointed. , Not 
only Irmgard’s, but many others. I suf- 
fered a lot. This marriage had to be 
dissolved as soon as possible. This man 
was an imposter. He had talked of 
duties, but his life was women, girls, 
and again girls and parties and wine 
and play. 

An older friend said, “Don’t you be 
stupid now; use this to make him turn 
over his paycheck to you. What else 
can you do, in your present health?” 
So I took his money and used it to 
recover. I slept and ate and walked. 

Later he had a nice apartment for 
us, which was a great pleasure. He 
made a good husband, except for his 
philandering. He liked to come home 
because it was a nice place—though he 
often came late, and, sometimes, drunk. 
In the beginning I waited up, later I 
did not care. I became a separate be- 
ing again and learned to live my own 
life and learned to love it, as more and 
more I detached myself. Once, when we 
were still engaged, I had kissed another 
younger man, just to make Kurt jeal- 
ous. This man now lived in the next 
block. Kurt met him on the street one 
day and brought him home. He said, 
“Now you two play cards until I come 
back.” Not that evening but some nights 
later it happened; the first adultery, 
brief and amateurish. 

Then Kurt volunteered for the army 
and it was wonderful to be alone. From 
a distance I began to love him again, 
but his short visits home proved as dis- 
appointing as always. I began to suffer 
when he touched me. 

No children. Often I wished for a 
child, hoping it would straighten things 
out. The doctors did not find any rea- 
sons for my failure to conceive. 

The young man introduced me to a 
colleague from the film academy, Vic- 
tor. Victor found me ready the first 
night; in the rain under a tree. Noth- 
ing mattered any more. I was dead. 

Victor made me feel good, warm, and 
I cried out, but actually because I had 
heard that that’s what women do. That’s 
why he never found out from me that 
he was not the most skilled man in the 
world, as he liked to think of himself. 
The best part was that he talked so 
nicely and clearly afterward with me, 
fighting his tiredness, at least for a 
quarter of an hour till he had to have 
it again. Then he had to start his long 
way home. 

But I wrote my final goodbye letter 
to him, and he had strict orders not to 
contact me, except in a case of emer- 
gency. After many weeks came a letter 
from an army hospital. It was only the 
flu, but reason enough to start a lively 
correspondence. Now he is unhappily 
married and has one child. He did not 


succeed in making me pregnant. Why 
was it? He met my second husband and 
likes him very much. He said this is a 
marriage he would respect and would 
not interfere. 

I was rather infatuated with Victor 
but I did not love him. It was easy 
enough for him to break a marriage like 
my first, and I was faithful to him dur- 
ing the time we slept together, but he 
could not deliver me from my marriage, 
and he was too much interested in his 
profession as an actor-to-be and in him- 
self. I know I would not have divorced 
my husband for him and he did not ask 
me to. Marriage with Victor would have 
been a doubtful undertaking. Kurt was 
still the better deal, especially now that 
he spoiled me very much, sending pack- 
ages from wherever he was. It would 
have been possible most of the time to 
live wherever he was stationed, at least 
as long as he was in Germany, but I 
had no desire for it. On the contrary, I 
loved to be alone now. I began to look 
well groomed, well dressed, and well 
cared for. 

One adventure followed the last, faster 
and more superficial all the time. I was 
more and more disappointed; sex be- 
came a social game, and I began to sense 
what was lacking. 

I consulted many doctors about my 
problems of sterility and frigidity. I fell 
strongly for one. He was an old man. 
“No children,” he said. “Too bad. Maybe 
it’s the husband’s fault.” 

“No,” I replied, “they can’t all be 
sterile.” 

“You are unfaithful to your marriage? 
Well, medically that isn’t bad, if you 
don’t take it seriously; the feeling of 
guilt may do more harm than the act. 
Be glad you function; many women 
don’t. You have orgasms, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I lied to him. Somehow I did 
not want him to know the truth. I was 
in his clinic for several weeks. It was 
the beginning of months and years full 
of him-—infatuation such as I had not 
known before. 

I spent three months at the seaside 
because I knew this doctor planned a 
vacation there for three weeks, but all 
he told me was, “I do not love you and 
I do not want you. I am 54 years old. 
Go home and do something sensible. 
Take a job. This is no life for you or 
anybody.” 

It was somewhat better after I got 
over the infatuation for the old doctor; 
I accepted a job with a movie company 
as a secretary and saw all the actors 
and actresses. 

I never had two men at the same 
time though. It was only one at a time, 
no matter how brief the affair. Actually 
each of them for a moment had created 
the hope in me: “He is the right one.” 


New I was 25. My mind seemed to be 

failing me at times. I played with 
the idea of how comforting it would be 
to lose my mind. The war was so ter- 
rible; the bombing, the hunger, every- 
thing, and with my private problems on 
tov of it life did not seem worth any- 
thing any more. 

One evening I went out to dinner. A 
very tall man in uniform came in. Many 
tables were free but he said, “There is 
not a single table available tonight— 
may I sit with you?” He admired the 
ease with which I managed to be served. 
I cynically said: “Just overtip them as 
I do.” 

He said he was staying in a hotel with 
five other men from his outfit. We left 


a 


at the same time, I chose to take the 
same train he did, and as we stood out- 
side on the platform at the end of the 
line, he asked, “Aren’t you going to get 
out?” 

“No, I have to go back.” I offered him 
my hand and said, “Auf Wiedersehen.” 

Now he is gone, I thought, but I felt 
that this was not the end and that I 
would see him again. The next morning 
I called his hotel. I asked to be con- 
nected with the tall man in uniform. 
The girl said that there were six—equal- 
ly tall, all in identical uniforms. 

“Please ask who of them left his gloves 
at the old Ratskellar yesterday.” She 
said she would do so. 

After an hour had gone by he called: 
“Yes, madam, may I get my gloves?” Of 
course, he had not left them. He kissed 
my hand. 

We talked till four o'clock in the 
morning. He left without the slightest 
attempt even to kiss me. 

At our next meeting he told me that 
soon he was due back at the front. He 
was as kind and pleasant as_ before. 
Everything was sensible and beautiful— 
everything he said about marriage, chil- 
dren, etc. He was married himself and 
had two children. He was the first man 
who encouraged me to stay with my 
husband and try to make it work. He 
told me he loved his wife and thought 
I would be able to love my husband 
some day, and that it would have noth- 
ing to do with the newer love—the love 
between us. He was sure Kurt too would 
forgive me and all I had done. 

I knew Kurt would, because I had 
once asked him for a divorce. When the 
old doctor did not return my feelings, I 
had decided he might if I were not mar- 
ried. It had hit Kurt hard, but he had 
asked me to stay as his sister until I 
was finally really happy; only then 
would he let me go. Those noble words 
had won me back, at least for one night, 
but a few months later his noble words 
turned out to have no meaning. 

Ernsthans now took my head between 
his big hands and looked straight into 
my eyes with his wonderful blue-green 
eyes. He kissed me gently, not sexy at 
all, although not without desire, but 
warmly and tenderly. Like Klaus, his 
mouth was closed and his tongue in- 
active. It felt good. 

Then he started to go. “Oh please 
don’t,” I hastened to say. “You cannot 
leave today. You can sleep here with me 
or in the other room.” 

He said, “If you really want me to, 
T'll sleep with you.” 

It was good with him; we were tender 
and affectionate together. It was a little 
funny and awkward, though, with his 
long seemingly endless legs and arms. I 
confessed what I expected and he was 
convinced that he would be able to make 
me function. If not today then some 
other time, and he said that it would 
make it all right with Kurt also, if only 
the feeling would find the proper chan- 
nel, just one time at least. 

When he left, we carried on a lively 
correspondence. He returned at Christ- 
mas and we met again, but now came 
the final goodbye; he had to go to Rus- 
sia. In his letters he kept telling me 
to go back to my husband. 

Finally Ernsthans returned. We had 
enly two hours, for which I had waited 
seven months. The two hours passed 
like nothing and we had only looked 
at each other and kissed continuously. 
I drove him to Berlin where his wife 
was staying with relatives. This was the 


end of his furlough since he had already 
spent the greater part of it with his 
family at the seaside. We parted at two 
o’clock in the afternoon. He promised to 
be back at night to spend two more 
hours with me. 

I waited till twelve, and then I went 
to bed, because there was, I was sure, 
no later train from Berlin. I took a 
sleeping pill. 

When I woke up in the morning it 
was with a terrible shock—he had not 
come and today he had to leave for 
Russia. This was what I had hoped and 
waited for seven months. There was no 
excuse; if he had loved me half as much 
as I loved him, he would have found a 
way. I screamed in desperate pain, like 
a wounded animal. Then I became 
apathetic. 

When I had recovered enough, I made 
a fruitless attempt to find the train he 
was supposed to leave on. 

Then came a letter from Ernsthans. 
He wrote that he had been at my house 
after midnight but that there was no 
answer to the doorbell. We started to 
correspond again and looked forward to 
the next furlough. 

But he was not to find me as he had 
left me, full of affection for him. Next 
time when we accidentally met at a 
station between trains, it was a woman 
divorced from Kurt he met, and, since 
he was on Kurt’s side, divorced also 
from him. He thought I looked tired and 
rather sad. He was not altogether wrong, 
because I had to pay a high price for 
the happiness I had finally found with 
my second husband. 


EENSTHANS was a great love, indeed, 

but now I see that he was just an- 
other step, a preparation that enabled 
me to recognize the right one when I 
met him in Franzenbad, where I was 
supposed to take mud baths against 
sterility and gas baths against frigidity. 
I wanted to be in good shape when Kurt 
was discharged from the army. We 
planned to start a new life together. I 
had promised _Ernsthans that I would 
be faithful to my husband and because 
of him I had been able to keep my 
promise. 

Only one young French waiter in tight 
white swimming trunks interfered with 
my decision. (Also, those gas baths are 
awfully stimulating.) I avoided seeing 
him again. 

The doctors at Franzensbad had as- 
sured me again that all was well, that 
the cure would help me, and that the 
right man, the right moment, and the 
right feeling would surely come some 
day. 

And he did come—the very next day 
even though as yet it still meant nothing 
to me. 

I had seen him already three times. 
“Someone unusual” was my first im- 
pression—somewhat like my Ernsthans. 
Then one day I met him in front of the 
Kurhaus. I was sitting on a bench. He 
sat down on the next bench. “Where is 
your little dog today?” he asked me. He 
probably couldn’t think of a better way 
to open the conversation. I told him it 
wasn’t my dog and we talked back and 
forth from one bench to the other till 
I invited him over to my bench. He said 
he had to stay on his—it had just the 
right angle so his liver wouldn’t hurt. I 
offered to sit on his bench with him. 

We went for a walk. I usually don’t 
ask people’s professions, but in this case 
I was interested. He said he was a phi- 
losopher. I said, “That's all right, if you 


know that you know nothing.” He said 
he did. Then we talked about Nietzsche. 

We understood each other immediate- 
ly. My stay in Franzensbad was nearly 
over. He was in the army hospital await- 
ing discharge. I was sure this man was 
no danger whatsoever for me physically; 
that our relationship would remain pla- 
tonic forever. I was glad—no problems. 

We planned another walk. I was very 
weak too from the poor nutrition and 
the baths, so our walks consisted of walk 
—to the next bench-sit, then again to 
another bench, then back the same way. 

I began to see with his eyes trees, 
birds, and things I had never seen be- 
fore. 

We were together morning, noon, and 
night. Every free minute we spent to- 
gether. Everything, the most unimport- 
ant details about myself and my past, 
interested him. 

One night we sat many hours in the 
dark on a bench, looking up at the 
stars and listening to the sounds of na- 
ture. Now it started to rain and we had 
to move close together under an um- 
brella. It was our first close contact and 
a flood of warmth surrounded me. He 
was like a magnet-this was life, life as 
I had never felt it before. We were 
happy and gay and, for the first time 
in my life, I was completely satisfied 
with the moment and didn’t want to be 
in any other place or with any other 
person. If only he were not so skinny— 
but no one is perfect. On the walk back 
he suddenly took me in his arms and 
started to kiss me—no, not that—not the 
usual. It was different and I wanted it 
to remain like that. 

“Oh, how afraid you are of love!” he 
said. 

Now we kissed each night, long and 
quietly, on the dark benches in the park 
near the lake. I kept my mouth sealed 
tightly. I wanted it to begin as it did 
with Klaus and Ernsthans, not as it had 
with the others. Sometimes he would 
put his hand heedfully, carefully, or 
softly on my breast and on my lap. He 
felt that this was all I was ready for— 
he certainly did not want to force any- 
thing and there were no uncontrollable 
forces pushing him. Once he went a 
little further and he excused himself. 
He said, “We must go or I will rape you 
right here on this public bench.” 

It was a joke but it frightened me 
dreadfully. Not that. I still wanted to 
gc back to my Ernsthans-Kurt marriage 
compromise after the cure which was 
helping me. 

The last day Werner was there for 
breakfast in my hotel, then he took me 
to the station. He gave me all kinds of 
addresses. Because there were terrible 
attacks on Berlin, he insisted that I 
move to his mother’s at Castle Schoenau 
and he would be discharged to the same 
address. 

The farther away my train went from 
Franzensbad, the farther away from 
Werner, the closer he came to me. 
Where are you, Ernsthans? I called in 
my mind. The wheels of the train were 
singing Werner and only Werner. 

Back home I planned to make it pos- 
sible to go and see Ernsthans. I learned 
his letters by heart, but there came 
many new ones from Werner, the nan 
who had changed the world for me. 

The air attacks got worse and worse. 
Werner sent a telegram instructing me 
to leave Berlin and go to his mother. 
I decided to go; I liked Werner’s mother, 
but I missed my own home and I was 

(Continued on page 58) 
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judy Pender: 


THE GIRL 
NEXT 
DOOR 


@ e@ Daughter of an Army captain, 20- 
year-old Judy Pender has lived in seven 
different countries and now calls Guam 
home. Yet this much-traveled miss has the 
kind of appealing blonde freshness that 
automatically makes her everyone’s dream 
of the ideal girl next door. Judy has her 
sights on a journalism degree from a col- 


lege in the Pacific Northwest (she’s learned 
to live in tropical heat, but considers herself 
more the outdoor woodsy type of girl), then 
hopes to land a reporting job in New York. 
Judy’s biggest kick is writing poetry while 
she listens to her big collection of hi-fi 
records. 


Friday is Amateur 
Night, when the 
innocent young 
things take over 


TRI 


STRIP NIGHT , 


By B. R. FULLMER 


@ San Francisco doffs its fog- 
damp lid to no town as a hap- 
pier hunting ground for the loyal 
Order of Girl Watchers. Mem- 
bers of the order, ever alert to 
their calling, left their posts re- 
cently and took after their indi- 
vidual targets. Inevitably, they 
all came together at the same 
destination—the Moulin Rouge 
night club. They watched their targets disappear 
inside, gave each other the secret sign—a shrug 
of resignation—and returned to their posts. 
The reason for this sudden influx of followable 
females to the city by the bay was an ad in the 
morning newspaper that read: “Amateur Show- 
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Moulin Rouge’s Donna Kaye Rapkin chats with amateurs Carla Garcia and Cherie Bee. 


girls Wanted. Call EX 7-4688.” 

Now, the Moulin Rouge is no try-out club for 
talented youngsters looking for a break in show 
biz, nor is it one of those off-beat coffeehouses 
for untalented youngsters who can’t make it on 
the main stem. It’s a slick house featuring sleek 


Donna helps Carla into skirt she will soon shed on- 
stage. Winners get free training in exotic dancing. 


Dark-eyed Carla had never seen a strip tease in her 
life, yet she was one of the Friday-night winners. 


Audiences are intrigued by shy girls stripping for the first time 
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Having won amateur contest, Carla, in costume, performs while in 6-week training program at Moulin Rouge Academy of the Dance. 


gals who peel with the greatest pride and skill. 

But management tried a gimmick some time 
back. Aware that strippers, like chefs, are a dy- 
ing race, and worried about replacements for the 
future, they decided to open a school for prom- 
ising peelers and enroll those budding young 
beauties who could demonstrate their appeal and 


potential dancing ability under fire. 

The “under fire” is the stage of the Moulin 
Rouge on Fridays—Amateur Night. 

From the beginning, the program was a whist- 
ling success. Audiences accustomed to the best 
in professional stripping found themselves 
strangely intrigued by shy, awkward young girls 
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Ex-WAC Vicki answers Moulin Rouge ad for amateur strippers; watches while “house mother” Donna puts on pastie; goes onstage. 


STRIP 
NIGHT 


undressing publicly for the first time, fumbling with their clothes, blushing under the 
hot stares of men beyond the baby-blue spotlights. The Friday night fumble became 
a regular feature at the club. 

The Friday we visited the club’s dressing room, we observed firsthand the steps 
necessary to make a healthy young American female into a young American female 
who will go out on the stage and prove she’s healthy. 

Donna Kaye presides over the proceedings. Donna surrendered her last name and 
her career as an exotic dancer when she married proprietor Dave Rapkin, and now 
she plays house mother to young innocents who want fame and big money in show 
business. 

The girls, wearing everything from prim, bow-in-the-front dresses to cowboy boots, 
waited wide-eyed like raw recruits for instructions. 

The first step was to teach the girls how to put pasties on their bre 
spangled little teasers that satisfy nervous censors. Since this operation requires nudity, 
the girls were instructed to strip to the waist. Nervously, they began to take it off— 
sweaters, blouses, dainties—keeping their arms embarrassedly in front of them. Amid 


Cherie Bee practices step with Vicki; changes costume with Donna’s help. Donna says: “This takes a lot of training and talent.” 


the rustle of clothes was a giggle here and there, a quick comment, a 
blush or two. 

Donna and her assistant, Peggy Raymond, then instructed their goose- 
pimpled charges in the delicate art of applying pasties, which involves 
forming a piece of adhesive tape in such a way that the glue is on either 
side. The gals observed, then attempted to perform. Bosoms were squeezed 
and pinched and kneaded in an effort to get the pasties to stick. 

“Owch!” said one as she accidentally pulled the tape off her flesh. 

Finally, there they stood, each naked to the waist except for the two 
spangled pasties perched precariously on the tips of their breasts. At last 
they were in show business! 

The girls were then asked why they had answered the ad. Because they 
wanted to be dancers, they responded in turn. 

“Let us have an understanding,” Donna told them. “There's a difference 
between exotic dancing and stripping. The bumps and grinds are found 
in strip joints. Exotic dancing is at the Moulin (Continued on page 66) 


Auburn-haired Cherie made grade, now professional. She once modeled; prefers stripping. 


quite relieved when Kurt came and 
- Picked me up to take me home. 

I wrote goodbye to Werner again, 
thinking more of Ernsthans, than my 
marriage. But already in the train back 
home with Kurt my suffering started. 
A little monkey I had found among 
Werner's toys in Schloss Schoenau came 
to life in my hands and reminded me 
of Werner. Holding it I felt Werner close 
to me. My husband could not say a 
word; I suffered and longed for Werner. 
Why did they have to discharge Kurt 
just now? 

Fortunately he was soon needed in an- 
other town and I was back again alone 
in my home which I had missed so much 
in Schoenau. ‘Now I would be able to 
straighten out the confusion as to 
whether I would stay with my husband 
and Ernsthans or go to Werner. 

I found letters again that proved Kurt 
never had stopped having other women. 
It did not bother me but it did help me 
to decide to go to Werner. 

Werner picked me up at the station. 
He looked much nicer in civilian clothes 
than in uniform. But his mother was 
changed, unfriendly and moody. She had 
discovered that her son and I were not 
just acquaintances. 

I slept on one side of the castle; Wer- 
ner on the other, but there are hidden 
back steps and secret halls in old castles. 
We planned to meet. Cynically and ni- 
hilistically I told him I had come for 
him to cure me from my infatuation for 
him, to have the usual disappointment. 
A little fling—after which I would be 
glad to go back to my own home, to the 
security Kurt could provide. 

Werner was not as bony as I had ex- 
pected—only very, very lightly built, but 
it had its advantages to have a man 
that light on top of you. Of course there 
was no climax with him either. He en- 
couraged me and told me that it was 
entirely his fault. He had not had a 
woman for’too long a time, etc., etc. 

After the second unsuccessful night, 
I was ready to give up and I told him 
all kinds of unpleasant things. But the 
next day we had the whole place to 
ourselves. His mother had gone to seé 
his sister, a terribly arrogant baroness. 

Then we were together in his bed 
again. “Now don’t you do anything,” he 
instructed me. “Just relax.” 

He went into me and stayed there 
quietly without moving for quite a while 
creating in me a strong desire for move- 
ment. As if he had read my mind, he 
started to move a little, strongly but 
carefully. 

And-indescribable. There it was. 
“Werner!” I cried. “A miracle has hap- 
pened.” 

He was not as surprised as I. “Why 
should I be surprised?” he asked. “I 
knew it would work out.” 

I should have known too. At home 
just by thinking about him, it had hap- 
pened already. 

Who was happier, he or I? I don’t 
know. Now he rested on his laurels. He 
knew the decision had been made in his 
favor. Ernsthans and Kurt had disap- 
peared. 

Next morning doubts crept in: What 
if, next time, it were as it had been 
before? “No,” he said. “Now it knows 
how to come it wili always find its way 
now. And now I'll let you go home be- 
cause I know you will be back. You be- 
long to me now.” I knew he was right. 

“Whoever is not with us is against 
us,” I wrote to my first husband, and 
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Werner made it clear to his mother. 

Then, of course, came quite a few 
complications. Kurt suddenly said he 
would never stop loving me and would 
fight for me. 

Because of the many air attacks Wer- 
ner had no mail from me. He was un- 
easy and so one day he came to my 
door. Berlin was an ocean of flames. We 
packed in a hurry and left via Pots- 
dam.... 

Not what we experience but how we 
experience what we experience forms 
our destiny. When a woman has digested 
and surpassed her sexual experiences, 
she is as innocent again as a virgin— 
only more so. Thus it was almost too 
late that I wrote this book. THE END 


"63 STRIKEOUTS = 
(Continued from page 31) 


As the season neared the climax peri- 
od in mid-August, the record books in 
both leagues were showing some remark- 
able statistics. The composite batting 
average for the American League stood 
at .247, only five and eight points higher 
than 1908 and 1909-the two most dis- 
astrous years in recorded baseball his- 
tory. 

The 1963 composite over in the Na- 
tional League was 244! 

The fact that something was going 
wrong at the plate as far as the hitters 
were concerned, was very obvious indeed. 
But the question that managers and hit- 
ters alike were asking was: “What?” 

There was a rather feeble attempt in 
some quarters to point a finger at the 
rules committee, which had enlarged the 
old strike zone the previous winter, The 
new rule raised the zone from the letters 
on the uniform to the top of the shoulder 
of the individual batter. This, said some 
of the mumblers, was giving many a 
slugger a weird neurosis. He was having 
trouble protecting the enlarged space. 
Also, the enlarged zone was making the 
pitchers aim higher than ever and had 
the batter swinging at more bad pitches 
than ever before. 

There was even the implication that 
the umpires were giving the edge to the 
pitcher on some of those high, fast ones, 
and forcing the hitter to swing whether 
he liked the looks of the fireball coming 
his way or not. 

Despite the individual growls about 
the new strike zone, there was no real 
protest against it by any one manager in 
either league. The managers generally 
discounted its effect on the ability to 
poke a long ball. However, among such 
veterans as Al Lopez of the White Sox, 
Ralph Houk of the Yankees, and Eddie 
Lopat of the Athletics, there was a very 
different theory being kicked around. 
These gentlemen—unlike a major sports 
magazine which yelled that one of the 
big reasons for the hitting slump just 
might be a deader ball—are looking 
straight at what they believe is the real 
reason for the fabulous 1963 slump. 

Says Ralph Houk: “The bigger strike 
zone may help the pitcher some, but 
the reason for the increased strike out 
isn’t a rule change. It’s what’s changed 
out there on the mound. This is the 
year of the big pitch, literally. These 
kids are great, and the older fellows 
are coming through just as well as ever.” 

From Lopez, the wizard of the White 
Sox, is an even blunter stand. “It’s this 
great crop of hard-throwing youngsters 
that’s got the bats chopping air. There 


isn’t a club in either league which hasn’t 
got one or two of these kids. They're 
great—period.” 

And from Eddie Lopat, one of the best 
southpaw pitchers ever to wear a Yankee 
uniform, and now a manager-coach, 
there’s an even more analytical look at 
what went on this year. Lopat says that 
for the first time in many a season, 
pitching took over the dominant Posi- 
tion in the big leagues. 

“Today’s pitcher,” says the man who 
ought to know, “is simply growing up 
quicker. He’s exposed to stuff at the age 
of 10 that I didn’t know until I was 
past 20.” 

Lopat points to the post-war growth 
of the little league, the pony league, and 
the added emphasis on baseball in high 
school and college sports programs. Plus 
the fact, Lopat observes, that coaching 
in the major leagues itself is at an all- 
time high. 

What's more, today’s pitcher is phys- 
ically bigger. In fact, many of them are 
affectionately referred to by teammates 
and fans as “monsters.” Such a fellow 
is young Dick Radatz of the Boston Red 
Sox. Radatz is considered one of the 
strongest and fastest pitchers in either 
league. As a reliever, the 240-pound, 6- 
foot-6 “monster” took home 9 victories 
in his second year out (1962), and lost 
only 6. By the first week in August of 
1963, “Moby Dick” Radatz, as he’s known 
to teammates, had won 12 and saved 6 
more. 

Big Dick Radatz of Boston is only one 
of a 1963 crew of slick slinging young 
tough guys who are looking down the 
pike from the mound to home plate. The 
Dodger hot shot, Sandy Koufax, as tough 
as any man to face a batter in National 
League history, stands 6 feet 2 inches in 
his bare feet and tops the scale at an 
even 200 pounds. At the ripe age of 27, 
Koufax, the Fairfax (Los Angeles) high 
school pride and joy, is blistering the 
league. 

In Chicago, a 23-year-old by the name 
of Dick Ellsworth, who stands 6 feet 4 
inches and has a lean and hungry look, 
has sparked the Windy City Nationals to 
a@ good year. Young Ellsworth, a seasoned 
mound toughy, was already considered 
a cinch for 20 wins by the time the 
August blast was getting underway. 

The Cincinnati Reds came up with one 
of their own “monsters” in Jim Maloney, 
a 17-game winner with 3 losses. Jimmy 
towers at 6 feet 2 inches and tops 200 
pounds. He's a Red-leg terror to be reck- 
oned with. 

These kids have given the pitching 
profession a rebirth of prominence which 
is bringing in more money and more 
fame to the moundmen. This sudden 
resurgence of power in pitchers has many 
sluggers in a slouch at the average 
counter. But there’s a bright side, too. 

Take ace Cardinal shortstop Dick 
Groat, who's stood toe to toe with the 
best hurlers in the league and ham- 
mered out a healthy .336 batting per- 
formance. Groat says the pitchers are 
the best he’s ever faced. Says the bat- 
tling Groat, you’ve got to watch your 
business a little more when you’re up 
there at the plate. No longer, he says, 
is it true that a batter can count on at 
least one “easy guy” to make him look 
good during any given series. Now, he 
notes, they’re all as tough as nails. 

“It just makes me work that much 
harder,” adds Groat. 

Does Dick think one of the reasons 
for the strike-out season could be a 
thinning of ranks in the hitters? He 


“Look who’s 
smiling 
now!”’ 


“The department head's job had just been left 
vacant. When the boys in the office learned | 

was gunning for it, they gave me their widest 
grins. One thing they didn’t know: | had made 

up my mind sometime back to take LaSalle . 
training that would qualify me for a better job. 

My study paid off so fast it surprised even me— 

Iwas picked for that shiny promotion over every- 
one’s head. Who wouldn't be smiling with a neat 

new $1,500 increase!” 
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does not. Groat thinks the whole game 
is adjusting to a new and tougher com- 
petition all around. 

There are some who disagree. One of 
these, a top American League observer, 
says 1963 was a bust at the plate for one 
big psychological reason. In 1961 Roger 
Maris topped Babe Ruth’s home run 
record and in doing so, set off a “home 
run derby” which is still going on in a 
big way. 

“These guys are swinging at bad balls 
and for the fence at the same time. The 
result is that they get careless, and you 
just can’t get careless these days. Base- 
ball today is a precision game. Every- 
body is better and getting more so all 
the time.” 

The 1963 season, a thriller even if it 
did hear more bat-whistling and less 
whacking at the plate, proved once again 
that the toughest chore in baseball, and 
one of the most crucial, is to get to first 
base. Just how tough that feat is, and 
where the odds lie in the matter, was 
delved into at great length by a Cali- 
fornia physicist named Dr. Paul Kirk- 
patrick. 

Writing in the American Journal of 
Physics last August, the doctor had noth- 
ing but “bad news” for the hitters’ cir- 
cle. There are, in fact, wrote the doctor, 
no less than 26 ways a batter can fail to 
sock the ball. Besides these natural pit- 
falls, Dr. Kirkpatrick noted that there 
are also 13 factors which a batter must 


have working for him if he’s to connect. 
These, he said, include the three posi- 
tions of a bat, the bat’s three angular 
tilts, three positions of the angle of 
Swing, three of speed of that swing, and 
one of timing. 

Dr. Kirkpatrick led up to his conclu- 
sions with these remarks: “The pitched 
ball spends about two-thirds of a sec- 
ond in its flight to the plate. In this 
moment the batter must make his ob- 
servations, complete his forecast of the 
manner of the ball’s arrival at the plate, 
and decide on his subsequent plan of 
action, with enough time left to allow 
his muscles to give the best values for 
the 13 coordinates.” 

After these remarks, anybody who re- 
fers to a baseball player as some sort 
of stupid ox had better go soak his own 
head. \ 

Baseball today is more scientific than 
ever. We know more about the human 
body, its reflexes, etc. than ever before. 
And we know something else: those 
“monsters” on the mound are just about 
the toughest things batters have ever 
seen. And it’s a certainty that baseball 
is better than ever. 

As Dick Groat said: “You can’t de- 
pend any longer on the weak guy to 
make you look good. There just ain’t 
any such animal wearing a major league 
uniform any more.” 

Of course, Dick forgot about the New 
York Mets! THE END 


CONNED 


(Continued from page 42) 


of the year. “Perhaps we could make it 
a@ regular thing. I’m sure that Sidney 
would approve—you were such good 
friends. And as for your payment—” 

“I couldn’t take any money, ma’am.” 

“Nonsense. One thing Sidney always 
insisted upon was paying a fair price for 
—for services rendered.” A sudden frown 
crossed her face. “Oh, dear, I’m afraid 
I haven’t any more money in the house 
right now.” 

Henry assured her that she could leave 
the matter until another time, but she 
was adamant. “No,” she insisted. “That 
would be no way to start our relationship. 
Please hand me that black case on the 
vanity.” 

Henry obeyed. 

“Would you open it for me, please?” 
she asked. “I’m still so out of breath I 
can’t seem to manage.” Then she search- 
ed for a few moments through the pro- 
fusion of sparkling jewelry. “Take these,” 

” she said, selecting a pair of diamond ear- 
rings. “‘They’re old ones that I seldom 
wear any more.” 

Henry protested, but not very strenu- 
ously. ; 

“Let's see,” she mused, “I have a meet- 
ing with my lawyer tomorrow; Tuesday 
is a board of directors’ meeting. Could 
you come again Wednesday afternoon?” 

He could. 

“Wonderful,” she said. “I'll be expect- 
ing you.” 

Outside it had begun to snow but 
Henry was heedless of the wet flakes 
against his face. His hand closed on the 
earrings in his pocket. At last his luck 
had-changed. What had begun as just 
another two-bit con game had paid off 
beyond all expectations. And the end 
wasn’t in sight. A regular thing, she had 


said. Henry chuckled. He would never 
have believed that he could feel so elated 
over the prospect of a steady job. 


When he returned Wednesday after- 
noon his high spirits had not diminished 
in the least. He rang the bell and stepped 
back to admire his reflection in the glass. 
He had always been proud of his ap- 
pearance, but this new cashmere coat 
showed off his build to particular advan- 


tage. He checked the shine on his new those earrings for—uh—after we made 


imported shoes. Strange, how much dif- 
ference just a little money can make. 
His landlady, who had been hounding 
him for days about the back rent, actual- 
ly was sorry to see him go after he flash- 
ed the thick roll of bills in front of her 
astonished eyes. 

He rang the bell again. 

But there was more than just the 
money. The memory of her body against 
his, so hungry and yet so helpless and 
dependent, had, for the first time in his 
life, aroused feelings of tenderness and 
protectiveness toward a woman. He even 
found himself thinking of ways to con- 
vince her that Sidney would have wanted 
her to marry again. 

Cautiously he opened the door at last 
and stepped into the entry hall. “Mrs. 
Cosgrove?” 

A sound came from upstairs, from the 
bedroom. 

Henry took the stairs two at a time, his 
body beginning to tingle in anticipation. 
He tapped softly on the bedroom door. 
“Fair lady? It’s your Lancelot.” That fa- 
miliar, delectable fragrance pricked his 
senses. From inside the room came the 
creak of bedsprings. Eagerly he opened 
the door. “Darling, I—” He stopped short, 
staring at the woman. 

With a grunt she heaved her ponder- 


ous bulk from the bed, her beady eyes 
glaring at him from a face like a bull- 
dcg’s. 

“Oh, I-I’m sorry,” Henry stammered 
in confusion. “I thought you were Mrs. 
Cosgrove.” 

“I am Mrs. Cosgrove!” she snorted, her 
multiple chins flapping as she spoke. 

“I-I’'ve—I seem to have made a mis- 
take. Excuse me, I'll be going—” 

“Hold it, Marcus!” 

Henry froze at the sound of the fa- 
miliar voice behind him. Automatically 
he lifted his arms. 


“He's clean,” the uniformed cop said 
after frisking him. The cop stepped back 
as the pudgy, balding plain-clothes man 
entered the room. 

“Well, Lieutenant Haskins,” 
said, “what brings you here?” 

The lieutenant handcuffed Henry's 
wrists and pushed him down on a chair. 
“We got an anonymous tip that you 
were coming back,” he said, lighting a 
cigar and violating the perfumed air 
with puffs of foul smoke. He shook his 
head pityingly. “You must be getting 
senile. You even used your right name 
when you sold those earrings.” 

“Of course, why shouldn’t I? I didn’t 
steal them. They were given to me by—” 

“By a little old man you never saw be- 
fore,” the lieutenant interposed tiredly. 
“You can save the wild tales this time, 
Marcus. We've got you dead to rights. 
There’s over a hundred grand in jewelry 
missing, and your fingerprints are all 
over the place.” 

“Lieutenant, I know you're not going 
to believe this, but—” His voice trailed 
off as the tap of high heels approached 
from the hall. 

“Come in, Janet dear,” Mrs. Cosgrove 
said. “The officers have everything under 
control.” 

That same black knit dress hinted at 
the perfection Henry knew lay beneath, 
but her eyes met his coldly and without 
a trace of recognition. 

“That's her!” Henry cried, pointing. 
“She asked me in for tea and told me 
that she was Mrs. Cosgrove. She gave me 


Henry 


love. That’s why I came back today. She 
invited me back.” 

“Of all the preposterous stories!” With 
a grunt of disgust Mrs. Cosgrove put all 
of her weight into a slap that almost 
knocked Henry off the chair. 

“Come on, Marcus,” the lieutenant 
growled. “You can surely.gome up with 
a better story than that.” 

“But it’s the truth,” he insisted. “She 
must have stolen the jewels. Can’t you 
see? She’s framing me!” 

The lieutenant had to forceably re- 
strain Mrs. Cosgrove. “Of all the evil, 
lying, filthy-minded men,” she sputtered. 
She put a flabby arm around Janet’s 
slim shoulder. “Janet has been with us 
for fifteen years. She’s been more than 
just a secretary; she’s practically one 
of the family. Why, time after time I 
heard Sidney say that he didn’t know 
how he could ever get along without her.” 

Henry thought he noticed a momen- 
tary flicker of amusement in Janet’s eyes. 

“Officer, I was leaving for Florida to- 
day,” Janet began. “But if you want me 
to stay here until this is cleared up—” 

“There’s no need to postpone your trip, 
miss,” the lieutenant said briskly. “This 
case is open and shut. I’m sure that you 
won't be needed again by the Police.” 


Mrs. Cosgrove sighed sadly. “I do wish 
you'd reconsider, my dear, and stay with 
me.” 

“You've been very kind, Mrs. Cos- 
grove,” Janet said, “but I feel that I have 
to get away from everything for a while.” 

Mrs. Cosgrove patted her hand. “Maybe 
after a few weeks in the sun you'll feel 
better.” She looked at her watch. “Gra- 
cious, you don’t have much time to catch 
your plane. Get your luggage; I’ll drive 
you to the airport myself.” 

Henry struggled to his feet. “Lieuten- 
ant, are you just going to let her walk 
out? Can’t you give her a lie-detector 
test? Or at least search her luggage?” 

The lieutenant shoved him back on the 
chair. “I can do my job without any ad- 
vice from you.” 

“But, Lieutenant—” 

“It’s all right,” Janet said. “You can 
do whatever you want. I don’t want to 
leave if there’s any doubt—” Her voice 
broke off with a little sob. She reached 
for her handkerchief. 

“Now, now,” the lieutenant said, slip- 
ping a fatherly arm around her waist. 
“Don’t let this creep upset you. We 
haven't believed a word he’s said for 
years.” He tapped the patrolman on the 
shoulder, “Parker here will help you 
load your luggage in the car. And I hope 
you have a pleasant trip.” 

With a final contemptuous look at 
Henry, Janet left the room. 

“What a devoted secretary that woman 
was,” Mrs. Cosgrove said tearfully. “Why, 
she took poor Sidney's death even harder 
than I did.” 

Henry took a last wistful look as the 
Imperial pulled out of the driveway. 

“If you want my advice, you'll forget 


all about that wild story you made up 
in there,” the lieutenant said as they 
climbed into the police car. “Co-operate 
and it'll probably go easier for you. Be 
practical, man. At your age and with 
your record, even if you have got all that 
loot waiting for you, by the time you get 
out you'll be too old to enjoy it.” 
Henry faced the officer with exaspera- 
tion. “But I haven’t got any loot waiting 


for me! It happened just like I said. Just 
once, can’t you believe me?” 

The look of disgust on the lieutenant’s 
face gave him his answer. 

Henry sighed and tugged futilely at the 
handcuffs that shackled his wrists. Then 
a wry smile came to his lips. Well, what 
the hell, he thought philosophically, you 
wanted security, and it looks like you’ve 
got it. A good long stretch! THE END 


NO GREATER LOVE 
(Continued from page 29) 


There was no need to talk of her love. 
It had grown, day by day through the 
ten years of their marriage, until it was 
as solid as the gold wedding band on her 
finger. Paul’s life had merged with her 
own until the needs of one half of their 
unified existence brought automatic re- 
action from the other half. His pain was 
her pain, his wants her wants, his suffer- 
ing a knife in her own heart. 

“It’s late,” he said again, through 
clenched teeth. His shirt was now stained 
completely dark, his hair lay wet on his 
forehead. The increasing convulsions of 
his body made him appear smaller, drawn 
tightly into himself. 

“Yes, Paul,” she soothed, brushing hair 
away from his eyes. Movement at her 
feet caught her attention and she reach- 
ed down to the floor. “Here, Paul,” she 
said, placing a small, round bundle of 
white fur in Paul’s arms. “Here’s Angel.” 
The puppy adjusted itself, curling con- 
tentedly in Paul’s lap as Sylvia rubbed 
its head. 


“The broken glass.” His speech was 
disjointed, fragments of gasped breath, 
so high-pitched that the sound hurt 
Sylvia’s ears. “She'll cut herself.” 

“She’s fine, Paul. Hold her for a while.” 
Sylvia walked swiftly to the windows. 
She locked each one in turn, then drew 
the heavy drapes across that wall, block- 
ing out the night. The room seemed 
smaller now, cozier, a lived-in place, the 
witness to many love-filled moments over 
the years. The shaded lamp near Paul’s 
chair and the soft-colored rug on the 
floor breathed an aura of peace and com- 
fort into the air. 

The room’s heavy door closed silently 
at her touch and they were sealed in 
this small world, alone. She turned once 
more to Paul, watched him scratch the 
puppy’s neck with shaking fingers, the 
chattering of his teeth audible from 
where she stood. Holding back an im- 
pulse to take her husband into her arms, 
she moved quickly to the room’s only 

(Continued on page 62) 
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closet. Its lock clicked open as she twist- 
ed the key, then replaced the key on the 
fine chain around her neck. This was the 
only key. She was the only person who 
ever opened this closet. 

The puppy snored lightly and growled 
at something in its sleep as Sylvia enter- 
ed the closet and closed the door behind 
her. Her finger flipped a switch, lighting 
a bright overhead bulb. The closet was 
large and roomy, almost empty. A small 
cardboard carton lay in the corner. Two 
heavily-laden wooden hangers hung on 
the clothes pole. A long mirror attached 
to the inside of the door reflected her 
pale face and almost bloodless lips. Wor- 
ry over Paul had produced deep lines in 
her normally smooth forehead; the dark 
rings under her eyes were almost as 
deep as her husband’s. 

A sound—as if the chair had moved— 
came through into the closet, and then 
the creak of footsteps on the floor. Sylvia 
turned quickly away from the mirror. 
There wasn’t much time. Paul needed her 
protection. She reached up and took a 
gown from one of the hangers, settling it 
carefully over her shoulders. A glance at 
the mirror assured her that the heavy 
net ‘fabric hung to the floor, covering 
her body from chin to feet. The other 
hanger was lighter, holding only the 
headpiece. She lowered the net over her 
smooth brown hair. 

A sense of urgency, of Paul’s need 
hurried her movements. The mirror re- 
flected an unreal, ghost-like image; the 
bright sheen of the garment’s metallic 
filaments were like a steel-net shroud. 
She examined the net thoroughly. Inch 
by inch she went over its surface, check- 
ing folds and creases, rushing so that 
she could rejoin Paul, but careful not 
to neglect this examination. Suppose a 
few threads had broken since the gar- 
ment was last worn? 

Shuddering at the thought, Sylvia 
twisted the headpiece. The mirror re- 
vealed no breaks. The net hung in over- 
lapping layers down to her chest. Sat- 
isfled, she touched the doorknob for a 
few long seconds. It was never easy. It 
would never be easy. But her love for 
Paul and the silent scream of his dis- 
tress twisted her hand and opened the 
door. 

Encased completely in strong steel 
mesh, she stepped from the closet and 
waited, listening. Only Angel’s steady, 
peaceful breathing reached her ears. 
Paul was nowhere in sight. 

“Where are you, dear?” she called 
softly. There was no answer. 

Forcing back the flicker of panic that 
caught in her throat, fighting the urge 
to run back into the closet and lock the 
door until it was all over, she looked 
across the room. The door was still 
closed, the windows still sealed. 

“Paul,” she called again, her voice 
strained, “where are you?” 

The puppy, sleeping in Paul’s chair, 
seemed to be the room’s only occupant. 
Sylvia stepped to the chair and looked 
behind it, then under the table, then 
behind the closet door where it had open- 
ed against the wall. 

“Paul?” Her voice was frightened. Her 
eyes raced around the room until they 
found the slight, still bulge in the cur- 
tain. She smiled in relief. “There you 
are, dear,” she sighed, and gently shook 
the curtain. ~ 

A whirring sound filled the room and 
Sylvia abruptly drew back, involuntarily 
covering her throat with her hand. The 
generator keened again; a chilling, ear- 
splitting vibration at the upper limits 
of audibility. Angel stirred, growling. 
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“Poor, dear Paul,” Sylvia whispered, 
shaking the curtain again. “It’s all 
right,” she said, stepping back against 
the wall. “You can come out now, Paul. 
I’m here.” Love and sympathetic pain 
had replaced the fear in her eyes. 

The curtain opened and came to life. 
Lunging violently from its refuge, a furry 
brown object hurtled through the air. 
Wide, membranous flaps of skin along 
its outstretched arms spread like a cape 
as it flew across the ceiling, revealing 
the thick, dark hair covering its body. 
Thin, talon-like nails stretched from its 
clawed fingers. Round eyes stared saucer- 
shaped and blind in the room’s light, 
and a high-pitched barely audible whine 
emanated from its mouth, opened in a 
ghastly humorless grin. A slowly flapping 
wing brushed against Sylvia’s gown as 
it flew past, and Sylvia cringed. 

Small, pointed teeth flashed razor- 
sharp as the thing descended on the 
sleeping puppy’s throat. 

Sylvia closed her eyes at Angel’s sud- 
den agonized shriek. It was never easy. 
Never. She waited until the struggle had 
stopped, until only the nerve-shattering 
whine sounded with her own sobs, until 
even the whine had died. Only then did 
Sylvia open her eyes and move to the 
chair where Paul sat, his breath even 
and unrestrained as he slept, his hunger 
satisfied. 

Lifting the puppy’s small, bloodless 
body in her arms, she carried the life- 
less animal into the closet and placed it 
in the waiting cardboard box. Tomor- 
row she would leave it at the city dump. 
Tomorrow, too, she would visit the Ani- 
mal Shelter for another dog or a cat, a 
homeless, love-starved creature for the 
children to play with. 

Sylvia removed the net headpiece and 
replaced it carefully on its hanger. The 
gown, too, she took off and hung up, 
then stepped from the closet and locked 
the door. The key, returned to the chain 
around her neck, lay cool against her 
throat as she opened the curtains. A full 
moon rested on the horizon and would 
soon be gone. Her heart contracted as 
she walked over to Paul. His exhausted, 
Pperspiration-soaked body was peaceful 
now, rid of the hunger and torment. 
Gone were the pointed teeth, the hide- 
ously flapping wings. 

How he suffers! she thought. 

“Until next month, dearest,” she whis- 
pered tenderly, stroking the still-furry 
skin of his arm. “Until next month, my 
love.” THE END 


SHE’S GOT 
EVERYTHING 


(Continued from page 23) 


emotion, like she thought the full effect 
of the announcement would bring me 
to the edge of my chair. 

I glanced up from the morning paper. 
“Just one?” I said. “That’s not a very 
good showing for a staff this size. What’s 
the matter with these young marrieds? 
Haven't they any stick-to-itiveness?” 

ponet don’t understand. She’s not mar- 
ried.” 

I gave her one of my friendliest smiles. 
“Maybe we could interest her father in 
a shotgun.” 

“Don’t get cute. You can be replaced,” 
she threatened, rather foolishly, I 
thought. (Father liked her, but I was 
his favorite. That’s why I’m so smug.) 


“Be serious,” she said. “It’s a terrible 
thing.”. 

“Terrible,’ I parroted. 

“She insists that she has never been 
intimate with a man.” 

I folded the newspaper. “That’s hard 
to believe.” 

Helen pressed her point eagerly. “I 
knew that would be an attention-getter.” 

I nodded and leaned back in my chair 
and took out my pipe. “You were pulling 
my leg, right?” 

She smiled. Her voice lowered con- 
fidentially. “I think you should have a 
talk with her,” she concluded. “Her 
name is Alice Gamble.” 

I could feel my brows knit in surprise. 
“Well, somebody should,” I said, my 
fingers automatically touching my cheek. 
“She sounds like a screwball. I'll get 
right on her.” 

Helen Sorren frowned. 

If Alice Gamble was a screwball, she 
was a well-rounded one. Her full-bloom- 
ed beauty was worthy of close attention. 
The moment she stepped into my office, 
her truly button-popping specifications 
brought me to my feet. If she was 
pregnant she didn’t have room for it 
in that dress. 

She came toward the desk. “I’m Alice 
Gamble,” she told me. 

“The very pretty Alice Gamble.” 

“Thank you,” she said softly. 

“Sit down, please,” I said, and paused 
to watch her cross her long nyloned 
legs. When she was properly attitudin- 
ized, I bécame therapeutic. “I under- 
stand that you have a little problem?” 

She smiled at me. She wasn’t embar- 
rassed. She had accepted the situation 
totally. Her voice sounded almost glib. 
“It’s getting bigger in every way every 
day.” 

I nodded slowly. You had to admire 
that kind of adjustment. We discussed 
the problem in ordinary conversation. 
When she got to the part about never 
having had anything to do with a man 
that would make a baby, I probed. 

“I’m not doubting you, but you can’t 
blame me for being a bit skeptical on 
that score,” I said. 

She looked at me apologetically. “It’s 
true, honestly.” 

I retained my clinical composure with 
some effort. “Helen Sorren has told me 
how you account for your pregnancy,” I 
said. “I’d like to ask you a few questions 
if you don’t mind.” 

“Is this on the store’s time or mine?” 

“The store’s, naturally.” 

This made her happy. “Well, if I’m 
being paid, okay.” 

I looked down at her personnel file. 
“I notice on your application that you 
have recently arrived in New Orleans.” 

“Yes, I’m from Leakesdale, Missis- 
sippi. There isn’t much work in Leakes- 
dale and I didn’t have any good reason 
to stay put.” 

“No lovers? No romances?” 

“Not so that you’d notice.” 

“This younger generation of ours never 
ceases to amaze me,” I said. “Go on.” 

“Well, six weeks ago I bought a ticket 
for New Orleans. When I got off the 
bus I found an apartment and looked 
for work.” 

“And you came to this store.” 

She bobbed her head. “I’m modeling 
lingerie.” 

“Perfect casting.” 

Her eyes never clouded. She was facing 
the facts squarely. “Until now. Now I’m 
growing,” she analyzed shrewdly. “I think 
it happened to me the very first day, 
right here in the store.” 

“Remarkable.” 


“I went to the Heifer and Bull Grill 
for a salad and afterward I went back to 
the powder room. Well, they don’t have 
the regular ‘ladies’ and ‘gentlemen’ 
signs on the doors.” She drew me pic- 
tures with her hands. “All they have on 
the doors are those silly animal pictures. 
I couldn’t tell which was which.” 

I blinked my eyes quizzically. Oddly 
enough, I believed her. “You went into 
the men’s wash room by mistake?” 

“Yes, I did,” she admitted simply. “I’m 
sure that I got pregnant from one of 
those seats in the men’s wash room.” 

I studied her speculatively. She seemed 
pretty positive. “It’s possible, I guess,” I 
said. “But didn’t you know a heifer from 
a@ bull?” 

“Not from those silly things I didn’t,” 
she insisted. “I wouldn’t have ever known 
if this fellow hadn’t walked in on me.” 

“What happened then?” 

“After I threw my shoe at him, he 
left.” 

“Good riddance.” 

She smiled. “You can just bet that I 
got out of there fast after that. I was 
embarrassed something awful. Nothing 
like that had ever happened to me be- 
fore.” 

I took it in and shook my head in ap- 
preciation. “You knew then that you 
were in the wrong pew?” 

“Yes. And this fellow who walked in on 
me was waiting outside with my shoe. He 
made fun of me. He was no gentleman.” 

There was silence for a moment, then 
I remembered that I was still working 
for the store. “Yes,’”’ I said sadly. “Well, 
I imagine the first thing we should do is 
give you a complete medical examination. 
Summers’ will pick up the tab, of course.” 

She fingered the buttons of her dress. 


“Do you want me to take off my clothes?” 

“Not for me,” I said. “For the doctor, 
perhaps.” 

“Oh, I thought that you were going 
to—” 

I waved both arms carelessly, inter- 
rupting her speech. She would have done 
it, taken off her clothes and let me ex- 
amine her. She was perfectly accommo- 
dating. 

Unlike my boss, Helen Sorren, the 
beautiful Miss Gamble was not smart. 
She had everything a girl really needs, 
though, except a father for her baby. 
The situation made me do some serious 
soul-searching. I found threads of feel- 
ings I didn’t think I was capable of. For 
one thing, I didn’t like the thought of 
her telling the child that his daddy was 
a seat in the men’s wash room. For an- 
other, there are such things as profes- 
sional ethics and pride in getting things 
done. I went over to the library and 
browsed through all the psychology books 
on the shelves. This effort produced a 
basic interpretation and a technique of 
directive psychotherapy. 

After Helen Sorren received the report 
from the store physician, she called me 
on the telephone. “Alice Gamble is preg- 
nant and no mistake,” she said into my 
ear. 

“All right,” I said quickly. “I think I 
can handle her from here on in. I’ve got 
the feel of her problem.” 

A shade of disbelief came into her 
voice. “You'd better,” she said. “She’s 
not awfully bright but if she talks to a 
newspaper reporter or a lawyer, we're 
dead.” 

“T’ll get right on her,” I promised. 

The line was silent for a second. I 
heard Helen sigh in the receiver. “Don’t 


say that,” she said. “It sounds horrible.” 

After Helen hung up on me I took the 
escalator down to the fourth floor and 
man’s never-never land of “Women’s In- 
timate Apparel.” Only a woman or a 
man who was not a gentleman would 
have walked in on the girly-girdle re- 
view. Alice was modeling a garment 
which neither gave nor took an inch 
from her perfect figure. Her form had 
its own provocative foundation and did- 
n’t require a corselette crutch. I mo- 
tioned for her to come over. 

“Hello, Mr. Summers,” she said. “This 
is what madame is wearing underneath 
her gowns this season.” She modeled 
beautifully. “How do you like it?” 

“Very nice garment,” I said. Her don’t- 
give-a-hang approach to posing in her 
underwear made me feel uneasy. All the 
lady clerks and customers were staring 
little poison darts at me. “I’ve got to talk 
to you,” I said. “Please come up to my 
office right away.” 

With this said, I turned and started 
briskly for the door. When I noted that 


Alice was following, I suggested: “You 
better put on your clothes first.” 
She smiled. “Oh, yes,” she said. “I al- 


most forgot. I’m not allowed to wear 
these foundations out of the depart- 
ment.” 

A fully-dressed Alice Gamble was in 
my office fifteen minutes later. She cross- 
ed her legs and I stared appreciatively. 
She took a cigarette and I stoked up the 
briar. We digested each other through 
the smoke. She was comfortably relaxed 
and I was comfortably prepared. 

“You're pregnant,” I announced flatly. 

“I told you so,” she reminded me. 
“Girls have ways of knowing.” 

(Continued on page 64) 
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I nodded. “Alice, I’ve been doing some 
serious thinking about this thing. I’m 
no great shakes as a counselor—” 

She interrupted. “I know,” she said. 
“I knew as soon as you didn’t ask me to 
lie down on the couch. All the good psy- 
chiatrists on television have their pa- 
tients stretched out on a couch. You 
might remember that.” 

Another nod, followed by a headache. 
“T'll remember. Anyway, I think I may 
have come across something significant 
in my research.” I removed my pipe and 
gazed at the bowl thoughtfully. “Have 
you ever heard of amnesia?” 

“Sure. That’s when a person can’t re- 
member who they are or where they 
come from or anything like that.” 

“That's one type,” I agreed, then point- 
ed my pipe at her for emphasis. “There’s 
another called lacunar amnesia, in which 
the loss of memory is confined to certain 
isolated events only.” 

She was not surprised by anything I 
said. Amused, perhaps, but not surprised. 
She giggled. “I know what you're getting 
at,” she said. “You think I went to bed 
with a man and then forgot. I assure 
you, Mr. Summers, if I ever went to bed 
with a man I'd remember it well.” 

“You might not,” I said. “Unpleasant 
or humiliating memories are sometimes 
repressed in the unconscious to avoid 
conflicts with conscious moral standards.” 

She giggled again. “I like you,” she 
said. “You're nutty.” 

“Just believe me, Alice, when I tell 
you that it can happen.” 

“Okay.” 

“The cure can be quite simple,” I went 
on, referring to my notes. “If the amne- 
siac person revisits the anxiety-charged 
circumstances which caused the lacunar 
amnesia, he can usually recall the re- 
pressed experiences.” + 

“Wow!” 

“May I explore?” 

“Am I still getting paid?” 

“Of course.” 

“Explore,” she said. 

I leaned back in my chair and put 
another match to my pipe. “Let’s digress 
slightly. After you wandered into the 
wrong wash room you went back to work. 
Your time card indicates that you put 
in a full day. How did you get home that 
night?” 

“By street car. I always take the street 
car home. I get on at Canal and St. 
Charles and I get off at Audubon Park 
and walk the rest of the way.” 

“All right,” I said. “Now what would 
have happened if a man had come along 
and offered you a ride home while you 
were waiting for the street car? Would 
you have gone with him?” 

A slight frown moved across her face 
and then disappeared. “We're pretend- 
ing, aren’t we?” 

“It’s purely hypothetical,” I said. “We- 
‘re pretending, Alice. Now, would you 
have accepted the ride?” 

“That depends. If he was nice enough, 
maybe.” 

There. An opening. “Let’s say he was 
very nice.” 

Her nose crinkled on a speculation. 
“Then I would have ridden with him,” 
she said. “A car token saved is one 
earned.” | 

“Fine. So he drives you home. Would 
you have asked him in?” 

“Has he been a gentleman?” 

“He’s perfectly well behaved.” 

“I'd have asked him in then,” she ob- 
liged. 

Wonderful. The plot thickened. I got 
up from my cnair and came around the 
desk. “So now he’s in your apartment. 
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Would you offer him a drink?” 

“Does he like coffee?” 

I sat on the edge of the desk in front 
of her. “He likes coffee fine.” 

“I would have offered him a cup of 
coffee. Why not?” 

“Indeed.” I pounded my ashes into 
the ash tray on the desk and watched 
her out of the corner of my eye. “Do 
you have a record player?” I asked. 

ee eBi 

“Excellent. While you're plugging in 
the coffeepot, he puts on a dance record.” 

“I like jazz.” 

“That’s right, but he puts on a nice 
slow dance record.” 

She hesitated, then laughed. “And we 
danced, correct?” 

I smiled, reached over and took her 
cigarette and crushed it out in the ash 
tray. She uncrossed her pretty legs and 
removed her shoes. She got up and came 
over close, pressing her measurements 
against me. We did a few dance steps 
around the furniture. When we stopped 
her face was upturned and brightly un- 
guarded. I bent over and kissed her 
mouth. She responded beautifully. 

“Be careful, I warm so easy,” she whis- 
pered. 

“When the music stopped he kissed 
you,” I observed. “Then what?” 

“We had our coffee?” 

I shook my head slowly, exaggerating 
the negative gesture. “No. He must have 
kissed you again.” I demonstrated. “Now 
what?” 

She lowered her face, resting her fore- 
head on my chin. She was very girlish. 
“I think I maybe kissed him back,” she 
whispered shyly. 

Marvelous. She was catching hold. Her 
arms went around my neck and her 
mouth reached up and playfully pecked 
the corners of my mouth. I could feel 
my calm ruffle. 

“Then he suggested that you sit out 
the next dance,” I said. 

She ran her tongue lightly over her 
lips as she hodded. She led me to the 
couch, and one thing led to another and 
led finally to the threshold of intimacy. 
Her dress was up around her waist. 

She protested. “No, Joe. We’re on com- 
pany time, remember?” 

I planted tiny kisses about her mouth 
and chin. “Be still,” I said. “I won’t hurt 
you.” 

I could feel her stiffen then. “I re- 
member now,” she whispered into my 
ear. “That’s exactly what you said that 
night.” There! It was remembered. 

Repercussions? There were some. I 
had literally purchased the shells for 
her father’s shotgun. She’s got everything 
now. My own father, an expectant grand- 
father, is more sympathetic. He has 
nominated me for a vice-presidency in 
the store. He says that anyone who is 
so devoted to his work that he will get 
himself into a situation like mine de- 
serves more responsibility. 

Why did I force Alice to remember? 
Besides the physical attraction, there is 
the matter of conscience. Also, because 
I am smug I do not like the idea of my 
romantic escapades being blamed on a 
seat in the men’s wash room. Finally, 
amnesia usually is not permanent and 
I can think of any number of less con- 
venient times for the revelation. 

Regrets? I have none. But I have had 
the heifer and bull removed from the 
wash room doors. I did this so that what 
happened to me should never happen to 
anyone else because of them. There are 
still plenty of approachable girls around 
the Heifer and Bull Grill, though-if 
you're interested. THE END 


STRICTLY G.L.: 
COAST GUARD 
AND MOONSHINERS 
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flew close over the man’s still one dark 
night. The pilot, desperately looking for 
a landmark, turned on his landing lights 
and caught the moonshiner and equip- 
ment full in their beam. Eventually the 
plane got home all right, but the point 
is that the young moonshiner showed 
up at the revenue headquarters in Nor- 
folk the next day and said: 

“Look, mister, I’m through. I hain’t 
a-feered of the Coast Guard, but when 
you-all start comin’ after me with a 
four-motor bombing plane, I quit!” 

* * * 


Now for answers to some of the ques- 
tions sent in by readers: 

Q. How many Medals of Honor were 
awarded during the Korean War?-S.T., 
Silver Springs, Md. 

A. Army personnel won 78; Marine 
Corps, 42; Navy, 7; and Air Force, 4; a 
total of 131. Ninety-two of these were 
awarded posthumously. 

* * * 

Q. I’m a World War II vet and still 
have my National Service Life Insurance. 
I have a chance to take a job as a com- 
mercial diver. Will this type of work void 
my GI insurance coverage?—L.F.D., San 
Diego, Calif. 

A. Not in the least. In fact, there are 
no restrictions as to residence, travel or 
occupation. You may live where you like, 
go where you want, or engage in any 
occupation no matter how hazardous, 
without altering the terms of your insur- 
ance contract or the amount of your 
premium. 

* * * 

Q. I retired from the Navy because of 
a physical disability. Am I also eligible 
for social security benefits due to that 
same disability?—J.F., Des Moines, Ia. 

A. You may also be entitled to receive 
social security disability benefits pro- 
vided you have sufficient coverage and 
are unable to earn a living according to 
Social Security Administration stand- 
ards. If you’re unable to “engage in any 
substantially gainful activity,” ask your 
Social Security office to get a ruling on 
your entitlement to monthly disability 
benefits. You must have been covered 
by social security for at least five years 
out of the ten years just before you 
became disabled. Military wage credits 
count. Based on your average monthly 
earnings, the monthly payment would be 
the same as you would receive if you 
retired at age 65. 

* * * 

Q. I have the chance to buy an inter- 
est in a cactus candy business down in 
Mexico. As a war veteran I’m entitled 
to a VA business loan. Can I use it to 
help finance this deal?—AF., Dallas, Tex. 

A. No. The business must be located 
in the United States, its territories or 
Possessions. 

* * * 

Have you a question concerning the 
military or veterans’ benefits? Send it 
to William R. Kreh, c/o SIR!, 21 West 
26th Street, New York 10, N.Y. 


“cc © you avoid the use of certain 
words even though you know 

perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly? Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver- 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 


“If so, then you're a victim of crippled 
English,” says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap suffered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet, for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school.” 


Is there any way, without going back 
to school, to overcome this handicap? 
Don Bolander says, “Yes!” With degrees 
from the University of Chicago and North- 
western University, Bolander is an author- 
ity on adult education. During the past 
eight years he has helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their vocabularies, im- 
prove their writing, and become interesting 
conversationalists right in theirownhomes. 


BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 


During a recent interview, Bolander said, 
“You don’t have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method.” In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 


Question What is so important about a 
person's ability to speak and write? 


Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor English weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get- 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


Don Bolander says: ‘‘Now you can learn 
to speak and write like a college graduate.’’ 


Is Your 
English 
Holding 


You can’t express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 


Question What do you mean by a “com- 
mand of English”? 


Answer A command of English means you 
can express yourself clearly and easily 
without fear of embarrassment or mak- 
ing mistakes. It means you can write 
well, carry on a good conversation — 
also read rapidly and remember what 
you read. Good English can help you 
throw off self-doubts that may be hold- 
ing you back. 


Question But isn't it necessary for a person 
to go to school in order to gain a com- 
mand of good English? 


Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
—in only a few minutes each day. 


Question Is this something new? 


Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar- 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu- 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the “secrets” of interesting 
conversation. 


Question Does it really work? 


Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters, case his- 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi- 
ness and personal lives. 


= You Back? 


Question Who are some of these people? 


Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of all ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers, 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 


Question How long does it'take for a per- 
son to gain the ability to speak and 
write like a college graduate, using the 
Career Institute Method? 


Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. 


Question How may a person find out more 
about the Career Institute Method? 


Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page 
booklet to anyone who is interested. 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 


If you would like a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet, How to Gary a CoMMAND OF 
Goop Encuisu, just mail the coupon be- 
low. The booklet explains how the Career 
Institute Method works and how you can 
gain the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate quickly and enjoyably at 
home. Send the coupon or a post card today. 
The booklet will be mailed to you promptly. 
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: DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept. 316-L , 30 East Adams, Chicago 3, Ill. < 
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STRIP NIGHT AT THE MOULIN ROUGE 


(Continued from page 57) 


Rouge. Our purpose here is to find new 
talent. If an amateur wins three times 
in a row, we enroll her in the Moulin 
Rouge Academy of the Dance and give 
her a free course in dancing, hair styl- 
ing and modeling techniques.” 

Stars glinted in the girls” eyes. 

“Along with this training, she’s placed 
in the regular Moulin Rouge show for 
six weeks at $100 per.” 

Dollar signs glinted in the girls’ eyes. 

“The misconception about exotic danc- 
ers is that they have no talent. Let me 
tell you, it takes a lot of training and 
instruction and special talent to be good.” 

This week’s roster of hopefuls included 
a telephone operator, a file clerk, a sec- 
retary, an ex-WAC, and even a house- 
wife. All of them felt they had something 
more to offer to the world. Most of them 
did. 

Cherry Bee, who decided on Cherie as 
being slightly more stardusted, proclaim- 
ed her measurements to be 35-23-35. She 
had done some modeling, she said. 

“I've wanted to be a dancer ever since 
I was this high,” she confessed, and held 
out her arm. The gesture jarred a breast 
and a pastie flopped. She let out a typical 
maidenly squeal and made a cradle of 
her arms to cover up. 

Shirley Kaye, 5 feet 41%4 inches and 
36-25-36, wore a gold lame skirt and 
jacket ensemble and a pair of ornate 
cowboy boots. Peggy helped her select 
the appropriate pasties—in her case, the 
large economy size. 

A lush Latin lovely named Carla Gar- 
cia unbuttoned a neck-to-knee dress and 
revealed a set of dizzying curves. Would- 
n't it be better to leave her bra off so 
she wouldn’t have to remove so much on 
stage, she asked Donna. She was remind- 
ed that to remove it would also remove 
some of the tease onstage. Also, the bra 
insures that the stickum on the pasties 
will stick. 


Carla recognized this as good sense and 
set to work applying the pasties. It turn- 
ed out to be hard labor. She struggled 
with her more-than-generous gifts, 
squeezing, pinching and massaging in a 
frustrating attempt to get the blasted 
things to stay on. The adhesive rebelled; 
it refused to tackle such a herculean job. 
The struggle was painful to watch, but 
Carla persisted and finally smiled in tri- 
umph as the twin pasties decided to stick 
around for awhile. 

Chicago-born Carla had originally ap- 
plied for a job as cocktail waitress, but 
was told there were no openings. Donna 
had suggested she give the amateur night 
a go. 

Carla had never seen a strip show in 
her life, but she decided to take a chance. 
Donna told her to wear heels, undies and 
her choice of dress, provided it was easy 
to take off. That bit about the undies 
caught Carla up short. She blushed and 
finally blurted out that she’d worn neith- 
er bra nor panties since she was 15. 
Naturally she had had to go out and buy 


me. 

Applying a healthy addition to her lip- 
stick now was Lola, nee Nancy Lombard. 
She’d rushed over here from her file 
clerk job only an hour before for her 
“premiere into show business,” as she 
put it. A big girl, Lola didn’t know her 
measurements, put her audience wouldn't 
mind. 

Also getting ready for zero hour was 
the lean ex-WAC Vicki, who'd been 
grinding away in a carnival since her 
discharge and had some difficulty with 
her hips now. They kept wanting to give 
that “one for the boys in the balcony” 
bump. Donna pointed out that if Vicki 
wanted to perform at the Moulin Rouge, 
the bull-whip-snap had to go. Vicki 
promised to restrain her vigorous hips, 
as much as she could. 


“I hope that new blonde knows her stuff. 
Remember, I married her on your recommendation!” 


Donna and Peggy bustled around help- 
ing the lovelies with their last-minute 
preparations. Suddenly the 10-minute 
bell rang. The girls froze. This was it. 
And perhaps for the first time many of 
them realized what they were about to 
do. Was it too late to back out? Did they 
dare go out there in front of all those 
men? 

Donna pushed briskly into the void. 
“Well, this is it, girls. Now, remember, 
try to relax out there and just have fun. 
If you’re having fun it becomes con- 
tagious. The crowd senses it and they’re 
with you. If you become tense and em- 
barrassed, the crowd senses that and 
they either feel sorry for you or become 
unfriendly. Don’t look at the audience, 
look over it. Do whatever feels natural. 
Some girls like to hear laughs, some like 
whistles and applause. Whatever you like, 
try to do things that will bring the de- 
sired result. Just be yourself. And good 
luck to all of you.” 

She smiled like a proud mother and 
moved among the girls now, daintily fix- 
ing this and that in the costumes. And 
then there was no more to do. 

The girls quietly filed down the stairs 
to await the summons of success—or 
oblivion. 

Out front the lights dimmed and Andre 
Raymond, the MC-comic, announced 
Amateur Night to the packed house. De- 
lighted hoots and hollers greeted the 
news. 

Cherie was first on the firing line. The 
combo blasted out with “A Pretty Girl.” 
Cherie took a deep breath and slunk 
through the curtain out onto the stage, 
dancing across it as though she’d been 
doing it all her life. After minimal coax- 
ing from the audience, she unbuttoned 
her blouse and revealed the lacy cups of 
her brassiere. Her long auburn hair 
swept across her upper body as she awk- 
wardly tried to unzip her dress. The zip- 
per stuck. She kept smiling, kept danc- 
ing, and finally worked the zipper loose 
and dropped the skirt over her slick 
half-slip. 

Cheers! 

Emboldened, she went for her bra 
fasteners and ran into more trouble. The 
smile faded from her face and she fum- 
bled with them, finally worked them 
free, and with a silent prayer that her 
pasties wouldn’t drop off, she slid off her 
bra. 

More cheers. 

She glanced down nervously, saw that 
the pasties were securely in place, and 
smiled in relief. A few more dance steps 
and then she’ slipped her slip down 
smoothly over her legs and stood there 
for all the world to see, in pasties and 
panties. 

Dancing now, she moved about, high 
heels meeting the stage solidly, the mus- 
cles and sinews in her thighs quivering 
to the beat of the music. Then the final 
bow, and the audience exploded in en- 
thusiastic applause. 

Gasping in triumph, Cherie rushed off 
stage, to accept the congratulations of 
the others whose number had not yet 
come up. 

Shirley Kaye next shot through the 
curtains as if she were coming out of 
Chute Number 9 to the strains of “Deep 
in the Heart of Texas.” This was a live 
one! Her cowboy boots clobbered a dandy 
tempo on the stage floor. Off came the 
gold lame jacket. The audience stared 
at the awesome bra. Shirley relieved 
them of the effort by squirming out of it. 
Lots of applause. 

A moment later, in trying to dispose 
of her slip, Shirley got it caught in her 
boot and stumbled around like a hobbled 


calf until she could step out of it. Much 
laughter. 

She checked to see if her pasties had 
weathered the storm. They had. 

She made her triumphant exit to 
whistles and cheers, wearing only panties, 
pasties—and boots. 

Lola Lombard came out to the strains 
of “Tea for Two,” crossing the stage to 
show them the package she’d soon un- 
wrap. Tall, young, and solid, Lola was a 
treat for the hip-and-thigh men, and 
they had a feast. Lola had muscles in 
her muscles, and she was in full control 
of both sets. The audience brought her 
back for three extra bows, just to see 
her quiver some more. 

“Old pro” Vicki came on strong, let 
herself go as the crowd demanded. Even 
the music couldn’t keep up with some 
of her movements. But there was that 
old problem with her hips; they were 
dying to deliver just one good solid bump 
and grind. She made up for the urge by 
divesting herself of her clothes as quick- 
ly as possible. 

Performances over, the MC called the 
girls back to be judged by audience re- 
sponse. Cherie, Vicki and Carla tied at 
the first reading, then Cherie and Vicki 
won the nod. 

Donna instructed the two excited final- 
ists to be back at the Moulin Rouge the 
next afternoon for a meeting with the 
club choreographer, Joel Noble. They’d 
won the right to appear in next Friday’s 
performance. Donna, realizing Carla’s 
potential, also invited her to be in at- 
tendance. 

Noble has a shrewd eye for talent. His 
credits include Broadway’s “Finian’s 
Rainbow,” “Carmen Jones” and “On the 
Town.” His work has also been seen on 
the Ed Sullivan and Perry Como Shows 
and at the Latin Quarter, and he has 
choreographed the famed London Blue 
Bell Girls. 

The Moulin Rouge Academy of the 
Dance has a working arrangement with 
other clubs on the circuit. When a girl 
is ready to go, the Academy gets her 
bookings in the better clubs and she’s 
on her own. 

The next afternoon the happy winners 
showed up at the dressing room, and off 
came the clothes again. Carla was a 
standout as she slipped her sweater over 
her soft shoulders and up over her raven 
tresses. She'd forgotten to wear a bra! 

Unperturbed, Carla began to unzip her 
skintight capris, inching them down over 
a pair of wild hips. Every inch was a 
naked revelation. Carla wasn’t wearing 
panties, either! 

Now she donned a pair of mesh tights, 
but the holes in the mesh were too large 
for comfort—for the viewer’s comfort. 

Meanwhile, a three-time winner named 
Carmen Ayers brought her well-filled 
sweater into the room. The 34-22-34 
Spanish dynamo was scheduled to re- 
hearse belly dancing with Noble. Off 
came her clothes, on went the V-string 
and tiny bra. 

Her stomach muscles looked like a 
bunch of rubber bands as she swung into 
the dance, each band unwinding sepa- 
rately as her spiked heels tattooed the 
floor. Her inner thighs vibrated wildly, 
Jong lithe legs weaving a wild primitive 
magic. 

Cherie, Vicki and Carla watched the 
performance and realized the truth of 
what Donna had told them: “It takes a 
lot of training and special talent to be 
good.” 

They’re willing to work at it. They’re 
excited. They’re on their way in the 
magical, wonderful world of show busi- 
ness. THE END 


America’s most lovable characters from. . . 
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NO MAN'S (?) 
LAND IS 


FIRE ISLAND 
(Continued from page 27) 


informal but strictly observed rule that 
houses must not be sold to single folk or 
couples without children. 

Cherry Grove is the one Fire Island 
community with a large contingent of 
homosexuals. The gay inhabitants are 
strongly art- and culture-conscious. The 
hhouses are given poetic names, painted 
bright colors, and often decorated with 
silk pennants. 

Unharassed by other islanders, the 
homosexuals here carry on their way of 
life openly but not ostentatiously. Their 
security gives.them a relaxed attitude 
that permits them to tell jokes on them- 
selves. One that has been making the 
rounds lately concerns the two gay boys 
who are walking in Ocean Beach and see 
a truly beautiful girl. She has a gorgeous 
figure, long blonde hair, flawless skin and 
the rest of it. The two boys look at her 
for several seconds. Then one turns to 
the other. “It’s at times like this,” he 
says, “that I wish I were a Lesbian.” 

Fire Island Pines, next to Cherry 
Grove, is another of the newer com- 
munities, named for its generous growth 
of imposing trees that have somehow 
taken root in the fragile sandbar. It’s 
a hangout for the younger cafe society 
crowd, and offers some of the most im- 
posing examples of feminine beauty on 
the island. 

A paradise like Fire Island doesn’t sur- 
vive in this age without fighting to do 
so. It has been threatened from more 
than one source. In 1933, and again in 
1962, hurricanes nearly swept it into the 
sea. Each time, the natives and the sum- 
mer people put their shoulders and their 
bank rolls into a major rebuilding job. 

It is now generally agreed that the 
island needs some kind of substantial 
protection against future storms. Robert 
Moses, New York’s Lord High Everything 
Else, feels that this ought to take the 
form of a modern highway running 
smack down the middle of the glorious 
strip of sand. 

If he builds such a road it will be over 
the dead bodies of the Fire Islanders. 
Somehow you get the idea that he won't 
get away with it. THE END 


they stand from 15° to ALMOST 3 FEET TALL 
Here's good clean fun for every youngster! Thrilling 
Walt Disney characters will keep every youngster busy 
for hours. Toss these toys in the air, they always land on 
their foet, swinging and swaying in every direction. 
From 12” to almost 3’ tall, one-piece quality latex, in- 
flatable, assorted bright colors. Guaranteed to delight! 
Terrific gift for every child on your Xmas list. 


176 FEDERAL STREET - BOSTON 10, MASS. 
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ACCORDIONS 
SAVE oa risen ns 


5-DAY |NEW MODEL 


Just arrived 


own. Free gift offer, D 
count Price Liat. No obligation. Write: 


Accordion Corporation of America 
2003 West Chicago Avenue 


CHICAGO 22, ILLINOIS 


New Color 

Catalogs— 

Discount 
Prices 


POEMS WANTED 


* 
To Be Set To Music 

Send one or more of your best poems 

today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 

Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph R: 


How thousands 
wipe out 


all debts! 


Little known law enables any wage 
earner to stop bill collectors, suits, 


judgments - prevent attachment of 


wages - help wipe out all debts. 
Used by thousands last year! Spe- 
cial report should be read byevery 
wage, earner - explains ‘ins and) 
outs"' in plain, simple language. 
Sent in plain wrapper. Only $1.00 

ORA FRAMPTON 
117% MARSHALL STREET 


GUITARS 


BUY DIRECT! 


BOONE, IOWA 


@ Big Discounts 


Wholesaler-to-You 
SAVE! BIG DISCOUNTS! Nationall; 

dvertised guitars. Over 100 models, all 
Styles, for students and professionals. 
Low as $19.95! DIRECT from Whole- 
saler-to-You. rerms, low as $5.00 


Bonus Gifts! Discounts on banjos 
J] \ins. ukes. Satisfaction ormoney 

J Color Catalogs and low discount prices. Write 
GUITAR WORLD, Dept. SR-24 
2003 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 22, lilino:s 
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PAYS YOU 700 
FOR 52 WEEKS 


new, low-cost SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE hospital plan protects YOU and YOUR 
staggering medical and prolonged hospital expenses 


* AWEEK 


SERVING THE 
THE SERVICE 
OMAHA, NEI 


FAMILY against - 


STATES 


YOUR POLICY PAYS $100.00 A WEEK (WHICH IS $14.28 PER DAY) FOR 52 WEEKS ($5200) FOR ANY ONE 


CONFINEMENT. 


HALF BENEFITS ARE PAID FOR CHILDREN UNDER EIGHTEEN ($2600) AT REDUCED 


RATES. ALL BENEFITS ARE PAID DIRECTLY TO YOU IN ADDITION TO ANY OTHER INSURANCE YOU CARRY! 


Tf you don’t agree that this policy is the fines. 
there is, just return it within 10 days and _re- 


YES, one dollar 
hospital protecti 
you use the easy: 


below which are 


BASIC 


MONEY BACK ceive your dollar back, What could be fairer COVERAGE RATES 
+ +, More honest? You examine this policy 
GUARANTEE carefully. No salesmen will call. We want you 
to be completely satisfied. There is absolutely 


no risk, 


For Each Child 


Don't let prolonged hospital expenses rob you of your life's savings. Hospitalization expenses 


now are at an all time high. Since sickness or accidents come when least 
yourself and your family to be protected with Service Life's new, 
sensible plan protects your savings, gives you peace of mind, the ext 


you need it the most. 

This policy helps you afford the best care 

the kind that assures a fast return to good 
health. You may choose your own Doctor of 
Medicine and enter any hospital equipped for 
major surgery and providing 24 hour nursing 
service. 

Hospital benefits are paid for accidents start- 
ing the day your policy is issued. Covered 
sicknesses are those originating 30 days after 
policy date; TB, cancer, heart disease, female 
conditions, back impairments and sickness re- 
quiring surgery are covered when originating 
six months after the policy date. 

The policy provides a full 31 day grace period 
You may renew this policy to age 75 with the 
consent of the company. THESE ARE THE 
ONLY EXCLUSIONS: The policy does not 
cover suicide, venereal disease, intoxication, 
criminal acts, military risks, mental disorders, 
dental treatment (unless for fractured jaw), 
maternity (except by Maternity Rider at small 
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FILL IN AN 


D MAIL T 


low-cost hospital plan! This 
ra money you need just when 


WHY THIS SPECIAL OFFER IS MADE 
Because we employ no salesmen and pay no 
commissions, we use this means to acquaint 
you with the tremendous premium savings 
you get with this policy. It costs a great deal 
more than $1.00 to issue this SPECIAL GET- 
ACQUAINTED POLICY, but we're willing 
to risk this initial expense to put the policy in 
your hands so you can see for yourself how 
good it is and that you will want to keep it 
in force, 


WHY THESE PREMIUMS ARE SO LOW 
Because you deal direct with us _ we elimi- 
nate high selling costs. We employ no sales- 
men and pay no commissions. Costs are re- 
duced to a minimum and savings of 25% to 
45% are passed on to you in the fons of lower 
premiums. 


WHY CLAIMS ARE PAID FAST 
Because you deal direct, your claims are proc- 


is all you pay for tWo full months of 
ion for you and your entire family if 
-to-fill-out application below. 


AFTER THE SECOND MONTH, you pay the low premiums listed 


25% to 45% less than you would pay for 


the same coverage elsewhere 


EACH PERSON Monthly 3Mos. 6 Mos, 12 Mos 
Age 18 to 39 $1.50 |$ 4.35 |$ 8.55 | $16.45 
40 to 49 2.00 5.80 11.40 21.90 
50 to 54 2.50 7.25 14.25 27.40 
55 to 59 3.00 8.70 17.10 32.85 
60 to 64 3.50 10.15 19.95 38.35 
65 to 69 4.00 11.60 22.80 43.80 
70 to 75 7.10 20.60 40.45 77.50 
Under Age 18 75 2.20 4.30 8.25 


essed fast. There are no adjusters or district 
offices for claims to pass through, which could 
result in loss of time... just when you need 
extra money the most, and fast. To file a claim, 
just notify us in writing and claim blanks are 
sent by return mail, with easy-to-fill instruc- 
tions. Thus you can get fast action no matter 
where you live! 


SPECIAL COVERAGES MAY BE ADDED 


Your basic policy pays for hospital room, 
board and general care for covered sickness or 
accident. At small extra cost, you can add sur- 
gical or medical benefits, or maternity benefits 
to cover pregnancy or its complications, at 
home, in the doctor's office or in the hospital. 
Loss of Wages Benefits up to $300 per month 
are also available at low cost.- For information 
on each, check application blank below when 
sending your $1.00 for our Special Offer. 


OVER $18,500,000 IN CLAIMS PAID 
Since 1923, policyholders and beneficiaries 
have benefited from Service Life Insurance 
Company. Domiciled in Nebraska as a legal 
reserve sey ed, more than $18,500,000 on 
all forms of coverages in all states have 
been paid. 


y protection! Do it now! 


THE SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY OF OMAHA 


Gentlemen — | am enclosing $1.00 in payment for two'(2) months’ 
insurance and | hereby apply to The Service Life Insurance Company of 
Omaha, for a Family Hospitalization policy for myself and for my de- 
Pendents, if any, whose names appear below: 


Full Name of Applicant 


DEPT. E-282, 1904 FARNAM ST., OMAHA 2, NEBRASKA 
x 


Are you and all persons named herein now in good health 

and free from any physical defects or deformities to the best 

‘of ‘your knowledge? a a 
Have you or any other person named herein during the last 

five years had any medical or surgical advice or treatment or 

any other departure from good health? Yes No 

If the answer is yes, please give details 


-——————_— Sex, 


Address Date of -Birth 
City. Zone State. 
Occupation Height Weight 

ONE POLICY MAY INCLUDE AS MANY AS ARE IN THE FAMILY (Applica- 


tions for 1 person may be issued to adults only). (Please print full names 
of members whom you wish included in this policy) 


DATE OF BIRTH 


ccept the policy that may be issued upon 
e that the company shall not be liable for 
or injury arising prior 
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NO SELLING 
PICK YOUR SPOT 
e 


CAR FURNISHED 
EXPENSES PAID 


WORK PART-TIME 
OR FULL-TIME 


ONLY AVERAGE 
EDUCATION 
REQUIRED 


(Thrilling New Way to Earn Up to $8 an Hour) 


ACCIDENT INVESTIGATOR 


A half-million accidents daily create wonderful opportunity for men 20 to 60! 


TI’d like to show you how easy it is for 
you to get into one of the fastest growing 
professions in America. This year, 
tens of thousands of automobile acci- 
dents, fires, windstorms, and the ry 
day, create countless opportunities for 
men in every state in the nation. This 
means that ingurance companies are 
faced with the tremendous problem of 
settling thousands of claims every day! 
And a qualified Clatm Adjustor has to in- 
vestigate every accident and report on it 
before the Claim can be settled! 


Work That MUST Be Done! 


These investigations cannot be put off. 
The courts demand action! Insurance 
companies cannot afford to let claims 
drag on—and mount up! They must be 
settled, because huge reserves of com- 
pany money are tied up by law when 
claims remain unsettled. 


Full Time or Part Time Openings 


Insurance companies everywhere are 
looking for people who know 

how to handle this specialized 
work—full or part time—and ~~ 
they are prepared to pay top toe 
money to any man who can : 
fill the bill. Not only do they 
pay top salaries; in addition, 
they offer every opportunity 
for rapid advancement to ex- 
ecutive positions and the high 
bracket incomes that go with them. And 
jn addition—and because experienced 
help is so scarce—they offer many fringe 
benefits practically unheard of in many 
‘other kinds of businesses. 


But Money Isn’t ALL You Get! 


The foregoing are facts—facts you can 
easily verify if you care to check with 
any insurance company or ary law office. 
And it explains why even beginners in the 
field of Claim Investigation can count on 
a good starting income as high as $450 a 
month! But your salary is only the 
beginning! Insurance companies, for ex- 


ample, usually furnish their Claim In- 
vestigators with a company car and the 
company pays for the upkeep. (Or, if you 
drive your own car, the company pays 
you a mileage allowance to cover operat- 
ing costs.) Nor is that all. The company 
often provides a private office with a s 
retary who takes care of much of the 
everyday detail work. 


Jumped His Income to $7500 
Soon as He Began Work! 


Scores of men with our spare- 
time home training are making 
more than they ever dreamed! ¢ 
Dave Durant started out at $7500 a year! 
C. F. Henderson boosted his salary one- 
third, plus a car and his expenses. Bob 
Pritchard reports companies in his terri- 
tory are offering trained beginners $8,000 
a year. Lots of men are earning up to $8 
an hour part time. Graduate Art Victoria 
writes: “I recommend Liberty School to 
anyone seeking a better status in life.” Art 
Jaffray writes: ‘Even before I 
completed the course, I secured 
a position with a fine company.’ 


—S——— 


If You Prefer to Operate a 
Business of Your Own 


2ven with all the company 

benefits some men prefer to 
operate their own business. No matter 
how ideal the job, they want to be * 
their own.’’ There are few greater oppor- 
tunities to do this today than those open 
to you in the field of Claim Investigat- 
ing. You can even start with your own 
home as your headquarters. You have no 
office rent to pay—almost no overhead. 
Your chief expense is the investment of a 
few dollars for stationery, business cards 
and office record sheets. You can even 
start in your spare time—keeping your 
regular job until the day arrives when 
your spare time income is more than the 
amount of your present pay. 


Free Employment Help Given 


Even if you have only an average educa- 
tion, you can go far in this new profes- 
sion. All we ask is a driving ambition to 
get ahead! And when you have success- 
fully completed the course, we provide a 
FREE employment service. 


Mail the Coupon Today 


The coupon below provides the 
complete story, and describes 
the many financial and social 
advantages to be gained. It 
tells just what to dot to get into 
this fascinating, fast-growing 
profession. There is no charge 
for this information—now or at any 
other time. Here’s your big chance to 
eventually make a good top bracket in- 
come asa District Claims Manager, or in 
your own business. Mail the coupon to 
Liberty School of Claim Investigating, 
Dept. 242, Liberty- 
ville, Illinois. (The 
Liberty School of 
Claim Investigating is 


Approved as a Private tem pet 
Business School by the <= 
State of Illinois.) 


Mr. Eric P. McNair, President, Dept. 242 
berty School of Claim Investigating 
1139 W. Park, Libertyville, Illinois 
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ing how I can quickly qua 
Claim Inve: 
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ify as an Insurance 
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Make $3 to $5 an Hour Starting Soon 


Learn Radio-TV, Electronics-Automation’ 


Be Your Own Boss 
If your problem is, “How can I get my hands on 
more money fast?” a proven solution is: start 
NOW to be a Radio-Television Service Tech- 
nician. Just as thousands of other men who 
trained with NRI have done, you can be picking 
up $3, $4, $5 an hour in spare time starting soon 
after you enroll. Many NRI-trained men move 
ahead to full time businesses of their own. Others 
find good paying jobs with Radio-TV service 
shops, distributors and dealers. Still others step 
up to career positions in industrial and military 
Electronics and in the growing field of Auto- 
mation where trained technicians are in demand. 


NRI Equipment Speeds Up Learning 
There is nearly half a century of experience 
behind the NRI course you take, Nearly fifty 
years of simplifying and perfecting home-study 
techniques to make learning faster and easier for 
men like you. Nearly fifty years of careful de- 
velopment of special training equipment NRI 
furnishes at no extra cost to build in your own 
home, work experiments and “learn by doing.” 
NRI equipment is designed to make clear the 
things you read about in illustrated, easy-to- 
read lesson texts. Thanks to NRI’s pioneering 
home-study techniques, even men who didn’t 
complete high school can successfully launch 
new careers as Service Technicians. Find out 
now about NRI training, opportunities in 
Electronics, payment plans. Mail the coupon. 
NRI TRAINING, Washington 16, D.C. 


NRI Has Trained Thousands) Tne 


EARL GROSS, Hanover, Ont., has spare- l FIRST CLASS 
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four dealers. W. F. KLINE, Cincinnati, + NO. 20-R 
Obio, went from factory laborer to his own Mm. (Sec. 34.9, P.L&R.) 
7» business with sales of $158,000 in one year. | < | H Washington, D.C. 
= F. W. COX, Hollywood, Calif., averaged a 
i: |) $150 a month spare time while training, now | g cm 
‘ has his own full time business. E. DUANE w a 
BITNER, Northfield, N.J., works on mis- fee | a | 
Sipe. sles. He says, “NRI training gave me the | BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 
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Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 
Yootha Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 
archive http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 
or at www.yootha.com 


